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PREFACE 


The  Selections  from  Irving  and  Hawthorne  contained  in 
this  book  are  intended  for  use  as  Supplementary  Readin«y 
either  in  the  Fourth  Form  of  the  Public  School  or  the  Lower 
Forms  of  the  High  School.  The  editor  has  aimed  to  combine 
in  this  volume  the  most  popular  of  the  selections  from  The 
Sketch  Book,  with  the  best  of  the  stories  from  Twice  Told 
Tales,  and  other  stories  from  Hawthorne.  The  notes  are 
sufficiently  full  to  be  of  service  in  Fourth  Book  Classes,  and 
they  are  accompanied  by  short  biographical  sketches  of  the 
authors,  Irving  and  Hawthorne.  In  the  case  of  each  story 
throughout  the  book,  a  list  of  suggestive  questions  and  of 
subjects  for  composition,  has  been  added  to  the  notes,  with 
the  object  of  making  the  book  more  useful  in  the  work  of  the 
class-room. 
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RIP    VAN    WINKLE. 


Whoever  has  made  a  voyage  up  the  Hudson,  must 
remember  the  Kaatskill  mountains.  They  are  a  dismem- 
bered branch  of  the  great  Appalachian  family,  and  are 
seen  away  to  the  west  of  the  river,  swelling  up  to  a  noble 
height,  and  lording  it  over  the  surrounding  country. 
Every  change  of  season,  every  change  of  weather,  indeed 
every  hour  of  the  day,  produces  some  change  in  the 
magical  hues  and  shapes  of  these  mountains ;  and  they 
are  regarded  by  all  the  good  wives,  far  and  near,  as 
perfect  barometers.  When  the  weather  is  fair  and 
settled,  they  are  clothed  in  blue  and  purple,  and  print 
their  bold  outlines  on  the  clear  evening  sky ;  but  some- 
times, when  the  rest  of  the  landscape  is  cloudless,  they 
will  gather  a  hood  of  gray  vapours  about  their  summits, 
which,  in  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun,  will  glow  and 
light  up  like  a  crown  of  glory. 

At  the  foot  of  these  fairy  mountains,  the  voyager  may 
have  descried  the  light  smoke  curling  up  from  a  village, 
whose  shingle  roofs  gleam  among  the  trees,  just  where 
the  blue  tints  of  the  upland  melt  away  into  the  fresh 
green  of  the  nearer  landscape.  It  is  a  little  village  of 
great  antiquity,  having  been  founded  by  some  of  the 
Dutch  colonists,  in  the  early  times  of  the  province,  just 
about  the  beginning  of  the  government  of  the  good 
Peter  Stuy  vesant  (may  he  rest  in  peace !)  and  there  were 
some  of  the  houses  of  the  original  settlers  standing 
within  a  few  years,  built  of  small  yellow  bricks,  brought 
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from  Holland,  having  latticed  windows  and  gable  fronts, 
surmounted  with  weathercocks. 

In  that  same  village,  and  in  one  of  these  very  houses 
(which  to  tell  the  precise  truth,  was  sadly  time-worn 
and  weather-beaten),  there  lived  many  years  since,  while 
the  country  was  yet  a  province  of  Great  Britain,  a  simple, 
good-natured  fellow,  of  the  name  of  Rip  Van  Winkle.  He 
was  a  descendant  of  the  Van  Winkles  who  figured  so  gal- 
lantly in  the  chivalrous  days  of  Peter  Stuyvesant,  and 
accompanied  him  to  the  siege  of  fort  Christina.  He  in- 
herited, however,  but  little  of  the  martial  character  of  his 
ancestors.  I  have  observed  that  he  was  a  simple  good- 
natured  man ;  he  w^as  moreover  a  kind  neighbour,  and  an 
obedient  henpecked  husband.  Indeed,  to  the  latter  cir- 
cumstance might  be  owing  that  meekness  of  spirit  which 
gained  him  such  universal  popularity ;  for  those  men  are 
most  apt  to  be  obsequious  and  conciliating  abroad,  who 
are  under  the  discipline  of  shrews  at  home.  Their 
tempers,  doubtless,  are  rendered  pliant  and  malleable  in 
the  fiery  furnace  of  domestic  tribulation,  and  a  curtain 
lecture  is  worth  all  the  sermons  in  the  world  for  teaching 
the  virtues  of  patience  and  loug-sufiering.  A  termagant 
wife  may,  therefore,  in  some  respects,  be  considered  a 
tolerable  blessing ;  and  if  so.  Rip  Van  Winkle  was  thrice 
blessed. 

Certain  it  is,  that  he  was  a  great  favourite  among  all 
the  good  wives  of  the  village,  who,  as  usual  with  the 
amiable  sex,  took  his  part  in  all  family  squabbles,  and 
never  failed,  whenever  they  talked  those  matters  over  in 
their  evening  gossipings,  to  lay  all  the  blame  on  Dame 
Van  Winkle.  The  children  of  the  village,  too,  would 
shout  with  joy  whenever  he  approached.     He  assisted  at 
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their  sports,  made  their  playthings,  taught  them  to  fly 
kites  and  shoot  marbles,  and  told  them  long  stories  of 
ghosts,  witches  and  Indians.  Whenever  he  went  dodging 
about  the  village,  he  was  surrounded  by  a  troop  of  them 
hanging  on  his  skirts,  clambering  on  his  back,  and  playing 
a  thousand  tricks  on  him  with  impunity ;  and  not  a  dog 
would  bark  at  him  throughout  the  neighbourhood. 

The  great  error  in  Rip's  composition  was  an  insuperable 
aversion  to  all  kinds  of  profitable  labour.  It  could  not  be 
from  the  want  of  assiduity  or  perseverance ;  for  he  would 
sit  on  a  wet  rock  with  a  rod  as  long  and  heavy  as  a 
Tartar's  lance,  and  fish  all  day  without  a  murmur,  even 
though  he  should  not  be  encouraged  by  a  single  nibble. 

He  would  carry  a  fowling-piece  on  his  shoulder,  for 
hours  together,  trudging  through  woods  and  swamps,  and 
up  hill  and  down  dale,  to  shoot  a  few  squirrels  or  wild 
pigeons.  He  would  never  refuse  to  assist  a  neighbour 
even  in  the  roughest  toil,  and  was  a  foremost  man  at  all 
country  frolics  for  husking  Indian  corn,  or  building  stone 
fences.  The  women  of  the  village,  too,  used  to  employ 
him  to  run  their  errands,  and  to  do  such  little  odd  jobs 
as  their  less  obliging  husbands  would  not  do  for  them ; — 
in  a  word,  Rip  was  ready  to  attend  to  anybody's  business 
but  his  own ;  but  as  to  doing  family  duty,  and  keeping 
his  farm  in  order,  he  found  it  impossible. 

In  fact,  he  declared  it  was  of  no  use  to  work  on  his 
farm ;  it  was  the  most  pestilent  little  piece  of  ground  in 
the  whole  country  ;  everything  about  it  went  wrong,  and 
would  go  wrong  in  spite  of  him.  His  fences  were  con- 
tinually falling  to  pieces ;  his  cow  would  either  go  astray, 
or  get  among  the  cabbages;  weeds  were  sure  to  grow 
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quicker  in  his  fields  than  anywhere  else  ;  the  rain  always 
made  a  point  of  setting  in  just  as  lie  had  some  out-door 
work  to  do ;  so  that  though  his  patrimonial  estate  had 
dwindled  away  under  his  management,  acre  by  acre,  until 
there  was  little  more  left  than  a  mere  patch  of  Indian 
corn  and  potatoes,  yet  it  was  the  worst  conditioned  farm 
in  the  neighbourhood. 

His  children,  too,  were  as  ragged  and  wild  as  if  they 
belonged  to  nobody.  His  son  Rip,  an  urchin  begotten  in 
his  own  likeness,  promised  to  inherit  the  habits,  with  the 
old  clothes,  of  his  father.  He  was  generally  seen  trooping 
like  a  colt  at  his  mother's  heels,  equipped  in  a  pair  of  his 
father's  cast-ofF  galligaskins,  which  he  had  much  ado  to 
hold  up  with  one  hand,  as  a  fine  lady  does  her  train  in 
bad  weather. 

Rip  Van  Winkle,  however,  was  one  of  those  happy 
mortals,  of  foolish,  well-oiled  dispositions,  who  take  the 
world  easy,  eat  white  bread  or  brown,  whichever  can  be 
got  with  least  thought  or  trouble,  and  would  rather  starve 
on  a  penny  than  work  for  a  pound.  If  left  to  himself, 
he  would  have  whistled  life  away,  in  perfect  contentment ; 
but  his  wife  kept  continually  dinning  in  his  ears  about 
his  idleness,  his  carelessness,  and  the  ruin  he  was  bringing 
on  his  family. 

Morning,  noon,  and  night,  her  tongue  was  incessantly 
going,  and  everything  he  said  or  did  was  sure  to  produce 
a  torrent  of  household  eloquence.  Rip  had  but  one  way 
of  replying  to  all  lectures  of  the  kind,  and  that,  by 
frequent  use,  had  grown  into  a  habit.  He  shrugged  his 
shoulders,  shook  his  head,  cast  up  his  eyes,  but  said 
nothing.     This,  however,  always  provoked  a  fresh  volley 
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from  his  wife,  so  that  he  was  fain  to  draw  off  his  forces, 
and  to  take  to  the  outside  of  the  house— the  only  side 
which,  in  truth,  belongs  to  a  henpecked  husband. 

Rip's  sole  domestic  adherent  was  his  dog  Wolf,  who 
was  as  much  henpecked  as  his  master;  for  Dame  Van 
Winkle  regarded  them  as  companions  in  idleness,  and 
even  looked  upon  Wolf  with  an  evil  eye,  as  the  cause  of 
his  master's  going  so  often  astray.  True  it  is,  in  all 
points  of  spirit  befitting  an  honourable  dog,  he  was  as 
courageous  an  animal  as  ever  scoured  the  woods — but 
what  courage  can  withstand  tlie  ever-during  and  all 
besettino;  terrors  of  a  woman's  tongue  ?  The  moment 
Wolf  entered  the  house,  his  crest  fell,  his  tail  drooped  to 
the  ground,  or  curled  between  his  legs,  he  sneaked  about 
with  a  gallows  air,  casting  many  a  sidelong  glance  at 
Dame  Van  Winkle,  and  at  the  least  flourish  of  a  broom- 
stick or  ladle,  he  would  fly  to  the  door  with  yelping 
precipitation. 

Times  grew  worse  and  worse  with  Rip  Van  Winkle,  as 
years  of  matrimony  rolled  on :  a  tart  temper  never 
mellow^s  with  age,  and  a  sharp  tongue  is  the  only  edge 
tool  that  grows  keener  with  constant  use.  For  a  long 
while  he  used  to  console  himself,  when  driven  from  home, 
by  frequenting  a  kind  of  perpetual  club  of  the  sages, 
philosophers,  and  other  idle  personages  of  the  village, 
which  held  its  sessions  on  a  bench  before  a  small  inn, 
designated  by  a  rubicund  portrait  of  his  majesty  George 
the  Third.  Here  they  used  to  sit  in  the  shade  of  a  long 
lazy  summer's  day,  talking  listlessly  over  village  gossip, 
or  telling  endless  sleepy  stories  about  nothing.'  But  it 
would  have  been  worth  any  statesman's  money  to  have 
heard  the  profound  discussions  which  sometimes  took 
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place,  when  by  chance  an  old  newspaper  fell  into  their 
hands,  from  some  passing  traveller.  How  solemnly  they 
would  listen  to  the  contents,  as  drawled  out  by  Derrick 
Van  Bummel,  the  schoolmaster,  a  dapper  learned  little 
man,  who  was  not  to  be  daunted  by  the  most  gigantic 
word  in  the  dictionary  ;  and  how  sagely  they  would 
deliberate  upon  public  events  some  months  after  they 
had  taken  place. 

The  opinions  of  this  junto  were  completely  controlled 
by  Nicholas  Vedder,  a  patriarch  of  the  village,  and  land- 
lord of  the  inn,  at  the  door  of  which  he  took  his  seat 
from  morning  till  night,  just  moving  sufficiently  to  avoid 
the  sun,  and  keep  in  the  shade  of  a  large  tree ;  so  that 
the  neighbours  could  tell  the  hour  by  his  movements  as 
accurately  as  by  a  sun-dial.  It  is  true,  he  was  rarely 
heard  to  speak,  but  smoked  his  pipe  incessantly.  His 
adherents,  however  (for  every  great  man  has  his 
adherents),  perfectly  understood  him,  and  knew  how 
to  gather  his  opinions.  When  anything  that  was  read 
or  related  displeased  him,  he  was  observed  to  smoke  his 
pipe  vehemently,  and  to  send  forth  short,  frequent,  and 
angry  puffis ;  but  when  pleased,  he  would  inhale  the 
smoke  slowly  and  tranquilly,  and  emit  it  in  light  and 
placid  clouds,  and  sometimes  taking  the  pipe  from  his 
mouth,  and  letting  the  fragrant  vapour  curl  about  his 
nose,  would  gravely  nod  his  head  in  token  of  perfect 
approbation. 

From  even  this  stronghold  the  unlucky  Rip  was  at 
length  routed  by  his  termagant  wife,  who  would  suddenly 
break  in  upon  the  tranquillity  of  the  assemblage,  and 
call  the  members  all  to  nought;-  nor  was  that  august 
personage,   Nicholas   Vedder   himself,   sacred   from   the 
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daring  tongue  of  this  terrible  virago,  who  charged  him  out- 
right with  encouraging  her  husband  in  habits  of  idleness. 

Poor  Rip  w^as  at  last  reduced  almost  to  despair,  and  his 
only  alternative  to  escape  from  the  labour  of  the  farm 
and  the  clamour  of  his  wife,  was  to  take  gun  in  hand, 
and  stroll  aw^ay  into  the  woods.  Here  he  would  some- 
times seat  himself  at  the  foot  of  a  tree,  and  share  the 
contents  of  his  wallet  with  Wolf,  with  whom  he  sympa- 
thized as  a  fellow-sufferer  in  persecution.  "  Poor  Wolf,"  he 
would  say,  "  thy  mistress  leads  thee  a  dog's  life  of  it ;  but 
never  mind,  my  lad,  whilst  I  live  thou  shalt  never  want 
a  friend  to  stand  by  thee  ! "  Wolf  would  wag  his  tail, 
look  wistfully  in  his  master's  face,  and  if  dogs  can  feel 
pity,  I  verily  believe  he  reciprocated  the  sentiment  with 
all  his  heart. 

In  a  long  ramble  of  the  kind,  on  a  fine  autumnal  day, 
Rip  had  unconsciously  scrambled  to  one  of  the  highest 
parts  of  the  Kaatskill  mountains.  He  was  after  his 
favourite  sport  of  squirrel  shooting,  and  the  still  solitudes 
had  echoed  and  re-echoed  with  the  reports  of  his  gun. 
Panting  and  fatigued,  he  threw  himself,  late  in  the 
afternoon,  on  a  green  knoll  covered  with  mountain 
herbage,  that  crowned  the  brow  of  a  precipice.  From  an 
opening  between  the  trees,  he  could  overlook  all  the 
lower  country  for  many  a  mile  of  rich  woodland.  He 
saw  at  a  distance  the  lordly  Hudson,  far,  far  below  him, 
moving  on  its  silent  but  majestic  course,  -with,  the  reflec- 
tion of  a  purple  cloud,  or  the  sail  of  a  lagging  bark,  here 
and  there  sleeping  on  its  glassy  bosom,  and  at  last  losing 
itself  in  the  blue  highlands. 

On  the  other  side  he  looked  down  into  a  deep  mountain 
glen,  wild,  lonely,  and  shagged,  the  bottom  filled  with 
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fragments  from  the  impending  cliffs,  and  scarcely  lighted 
by  the  reflected  ra^'S  of  the  setting  sun.  For  some  time 
Rip  lay  musing  on  this  scene  ;  evening  was  gradually 
advancing ;  the  mountains  began  to  throw  their  long  blue 
shadows  over  the  valleys ;  he  saw  that  it  would  be  dark 
long  before  he  could  reach  the  village  ;  and  he  heaved  a 
heav}^  sigh  when  he  thought  of  encountering  the  terrors 
of  Dame  Van  Winkle. 

As  he  wag  about  to  descend  he  heard  a  voice  from  a 
distance  hallooing,  "  Rip  Van  Winkle  !  Rip  Van  Winkle  !" 
He  looked  around,  but  could  see  nothing  but  a  crow 
winging  its  solitary  flight  across  the  mountain.  He 
thought  his  fancy  must  have  deceived  him,  and  turned 
again  to  descend,  when  he  heard  the  same  cry  ring 
through  the  still  evening  air,  "  Rip  Van  Winkle  !  Rip  Van 
Winkle  ! " — at  the  same  time  Wolf  bristled  up  his  back, 
and  giving  a  low  growl,  skulked  to  his  master's  side, 
looking  fearfully  down  into  the  glen.  Rip  now  felt  a 
vague  apprehension  stealing  over  him ;  he  looked  anx- 
iously in  the  same  direction,  and  perceived  a  strange  figure 
slowly  toiling  up  the  rocks,  and  bending  under  tHe  weight 
of  something  he  carried  on  his  back.  He  was  sui'prised 
to  see  any  human  being  in  this  lonely  and  unfrequented 
place,  but  supposing  it  to  be  some  one  of  the  neighbour- 
hood in  need  of  his  assistance,  he  hastened  down  to 
yield  it. 

On  nearer  approach,  he  was  still  more  surprised  at  the 
singularity  of  the  stranger's  appearance.  He  was  a 
short  square-built  old  fellow,  with  thick  bushy  hair,  and 
a  grizzled  beard.  His  dress  was  of  the  antique  Dutch 
fashion — a  cloth  jerkin  strapped  round  the  waist — several 
pair  of  breeches,  the  outer  one  of  ample  volume,  decorated 
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with  rows  of  buttons  down  the  sides,  and  bunches  at  the 
knees.  He  bore  on  his  shoulders  a  stout  keg,  that 
seemed  full  of  liquor,  and  made  signs  for  Rip  to  approach 
and  assist  him  with  the  load.  Though  rather  shy  and  dis- 
trustful of  this  new  acquaintance,  Rip  complied  with  his 
usual  alacrity,  and  mutually  relieving  each  other,  they 
clambered  up  a  narrow  gully,  apparently  the  dry  bed  of 
a  mountain  torrent.  As  they  ascended,  Rip  every  now 
and  then  heard  long  rolling  peals,  like  distant  thunder, 
that  seemed  to  issue  out  of  a  deep  ravine,  or  rather  cleft 
between  lofty  rocks,  toward  which  their  rugged  path 
conducted.  He  paused  for  an  instant,  but  supposing  it 
to  be  the  muttering  of  one  of  those  transient  thunder 
showers  which  often  take  place  in  the  mountain  heights, 
he  proceeded.  Passing  through  tlie  ravine,  they  came  to 
a  hollow,  like  a  small  amphitheatre,  surrounded  by 
perpendicular  precipices,  over  the  brinks  of  which, 
impending  trees  shot  their  branches  so  that  you  only 
caught  glimpses  of  the  azure  sky,  and  the  bright  evening 
cloud.  Dui'ing  the  whole  time.  Rip  and  his  companion 
had  laboured  on  in  silence;  for  though  the  former 
marvelled  greatly  what  could  be  the  object  of  carrying  a 
keg  of  liquor  up  this  w^ild  mountain,  yet  there  was  some- 
thing strange  and  incomprehensible  about  the  unknown, 
that  inspired  awe,  and  checked  familiarity. 

On  entering  the  amphitheatre,  new  objects  of  wonder 
presented  themselves.  On  a  level  spot  in  the  centre  was 
a  company  of  odd-looking  personages  playing  at  nine- 
pins. They  were  dressed  in  a  quaint  outlandish  fashion : 
some  wore  short  doublets,  others  jerkins,  w^ith  long  knives 
in  their  belts,  and  most  of  them  had  enormous  breeches, 
of  similar  style  with  that  of  the  guide's.     Their  visages 
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too,  wei'e  peculiar:  one  had  a  large  head,  broad  face,  and 
small  piggish  eyes ;  the  face  of  another  seemed  to  consist 
entirely  of  nose,  and  VA^as  surmounted  by  a  white  sugar- 
loaf  hat,  set  off  with  a  little  red  cock's  tail.  They  all 
had  beards,  of  various  shapes  and  colours.  There  was 
one  who  seemed  to  be  the  commander.  He  was  a  stout 
old  gentleman,  with  a  weather-beaten  countenance ;  he 
wore  a  laced  doublet,  broad  belt  and  hanger,  high- 
crowned  hat  and  feather,  red  stockings,  and  high-heeled 
shoes,  with  roses  in  them.  The  whole  group  reminded 
Rip  of  the  figures  in  an  old  Flemish  painting,  in  the 
parlour  of  Dominie  Van  Schaick,  the  village  parson,  and 
which  had  been  brought  over  from  Holland  at  the  time 
of  the  settlement. 

What  seemed  particularly  odd  to  Rip  was,  that  though 
these  folks  were  evidently  amusing  themselves,  yet  they 
maintained  the  gravest  faces,  the  most  mysterious  silence, 
and  were,  withal,  the  most  melancholy  party  of  pleasure 
he  had  ever  witnessed.  Nothing  interrupted  the  stillness 
of  the  scene  but  the  noise  of  the  balls,  which,  whenever 
they  were  rolled,  echoed  along  the  mountains  like 
rumbling  peals  of  thunder. 

As  Rip  and  his  companion  approached  them,  they 
suddenly  desisted  from  their  play,  and  stared  at  him 
with  such  a  fixed  statue-like  gaze,  and  such  strange, 
uncouth,  lack-lustre  countenances,  that  his  heart  turned 
within  him,  and  his  knees  smote  together.  His  companion 
now  emptied  the  contents  of  the  keg  into  large  flagons, 
and  made  signs  to  him  to  wait  upon  the  company.  He 
obeyed  with  fear  and  trembling ;  they  quaffed  the 
liquor  in  profound  silence,  and  then  returned  to  their 
game. 
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By  degrees,  Rip's  awe  and  apprehension  subsided.  He 
even  ventured,  when  no  eye  was  fixed  upon  him,  to  ta^e 
the  beverage,  which  he  found  had  much  the  flavour  of 
excellent  Hollands.  He  was  naturally  a  thirsty  soul, 
and  was  soon  tempted  to  repeat  the  draught.  One  taste 
provoked  another,  and  he  reiterated  his  visits  to  the 
flagon  so  often,  that  at  length  his  senses  were  over- 
powered, his  eyes  swam  in  his  head,  his  head  gradually 
declined,  and  he  fell  into  a  deep  sleep. 

On  waking,  he  found  himself  on  the  green  knoll  from 
whence  he  had  first  seen  the  old  man  of  the  glen.  He 
rubbed  his  eyes — it  was  a  bright  sunny  morning.  The 
birds  were  hopping  and  twittering  among  the  bushes, 
and  the  eagle  was  wheeling  aloft,  and  breasting  the  pure 
mountain  breeze.  "  Surely,"  thought  Rip,  "  I  have  not 
slept  here  all  night."  He  recalled  the  occurrences  before 
he  fell  asleep.  The  strange  man  with  the  keg  of  liquor — 
the  mountain  ravine — the  wild  retreat  among  the 
rocks — the  woe-begone  party  at  ninepins — the  flagon — 
"  Oh  !  that  wicked  flagon  ! "  thought  Rip — "  what  excuse 
shall  I  make  to  Dame  Van  Winkle  ?  " 

He  looked  round  for  his  gun,  but  in  place  of  the  clean, 
well-oiled  fowling  piece,  he  found  an  old  firelock  lying 
by  him,  the  barrel  encrusted  with  rust,  the  lock  falling 
off,  and  the  stock  worm-eaten.  He  now  suspected  that 
'the  grave  roysterers  of  the  mountain  had  put  a  trick 
upon  him,  and  having  dosed  him  with  liquor,  robbed  him 
of  his  gun.  Wolf,  too,  had  disappeared,  but  he  might 
have  strayed  away  after  a  squirrel  or  partridge.  He 
whistled  after  him  and  shouted  his  name,  but  all  in  vain ; 
the  echoes  repeated  his  whistle  and  shout,  but  no  dog 
was  to  be  seen. 
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He  determined  to  revisit  the  scene  of  the  last  evening's 
gambol,  and  if  he  met  with  any  of  the  party,  to  demand 
his  dog  and  gun.  As  he  rose  to  walk,  he  found  himself 
stiff  in  the  joints,  and  wanting  in  his  usual  activity. 
"  These  mountain  beds  do  not  agree  with  me,"  thought 
Rip,  "  and  if  tliis  frolic  should  lay  me  up  with  a  fit  of  the 
rheumatism,  I  shall  have  a  blessed  time  with  Dame  Van 
Winkle."  With  some  difficulty  he  got  down  into  the 
glen ;  he  found  the  gully  up  which  he  and  his  companion 
had  ascended  the  preceding  evening ;  but  to  his  astonish- 
ment a  mountain  stream  was  now  foaming  down  it, 
leaping  from  rock  to  rock,  and  filling  tlie  glen  with 
babbling  murmurs.  He,  however,  made  shift  to  scramble 
up  its  sides,  working  his  toilsome  way  througli  thickets 
of  birch,  sassafras,  and  witch-hazel  ;  and  sometimes 
tripped  up  or  entangled  by  tlie  wild  grape  vines  that 
twisted  their  coils  and  tendrils  from  tree  to  tree,  and 
spread  a  kind  of  network  in  his  path. 

At  length  he  reached  to  where  the  ravine  had  opened 
through  the  cliffs  to  the  amphitheatre ;  but  no  traces  of 
such  opening  remained.  The  rocks  presented  a  high 
impenetrable  wall,  over  which  the  torrent  came  tumbling 
in  a  sheet  of  feathery  foam,  and  fell  into  a  broad,  deep 
basin,  black  from  the  shadows  of  the  surrounding  forest. 
Here,  then,  poor  Rip  was  brought  to  a  stand.  He  again 
called  and  whistled  after  his  dog ;  he  was  only  answered 
by  the  cawing  of  a  flock  of  idle  crows,  sporting  high  in 
the  air  about  a  dry  tree  that  overhung  a  sunny  precipice  ; 
and  who,  secure  in  their  elevation,  seemed  to  look  down 
and  scoff  at  the  poor  man's  perplexities.  What  was  to 
be  done  ?  The  morning  was  passing  away,  and  Rip  felt 
famished  for  want  of  his  breakfast.     He  grieved  to  give 
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up  his  dog  and  gun ;  he  dreaded  to  meet  his  wife  ;  but  it 
would  not  do  to  starve  among  the  mountains.  He  shook 
his  head,  shouldered  the  rusty  firelock,  and  with  a  heart 
full  of  trouble  and  anxiety,  turned  his  steps  homeward. 

As  he  approached  the  village,  he  met  a  number  of 
people,  but  none  whom  he  knew,  which  somewhat  sur- 
prised him,  for  he  had  thought  himself  acquainted  with 
every  one  in  the  country  round.  Their  dress,  too,  was  of 
a  different  fashion  from  that  to  which  he  was  accustomed. 
They  all  stared  at  him  with  equal  marks  of  surprise,  and 
whenever  they  cast  eyes  upon  him,  invariably  stroked 
their  chins.  The  constant  recurrence  of  this  gesture 
induced  Rip,  involuntarily,  to  do  the  same,  when,  to  his 
astonishment,  he  found  his  beard  had  grown  a  foot  long ! 

He  had  now  entered  the  skirts  of  the  village.  A  troop 
of  strange  children  ran  at  liis  heels,  hooting  after  him, 
and  pointing  at  his  grey  beard  The  dogs,  too,  not  one 
of  which  he  recognized  for  an  old  acquaintance,  barked 
at  him  as  he  passed.  The  very  village  was  altered :  it 
was  larger  and  more  populous.  There  were  rows  of 
houses  which  he  had  never  seen  before,  and  those  which 
had  been  his  familiar  haunts  had  disappeared.  Strange 
names  were  over  the  doors — strange  faces  at  the 
windows — everything  was  strange.  His  mind  n6w  mis- 
gave him ;  he  began  to  doubt  whether  both  he  ^nd  the 
world  around  him  were  not  bewitched.  Surely  this  was 
his  native  village,  which  he  had  left  but  a  day  before. 
There  stood  the  Kaatskill  mountains — there  ran  the  silver 
Hudson  at  a  distance — there  was  every  hill  and  dale 
precisely  as  it  had  always  been — Rip  was  sorely  per- 
plexed— "  That  flagon  last  night,"  thought  he,  "  has  addled 
my  poor  head  sadly  ! " 
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It  was  with  some  difficulty  that  he  found  his  way  to 
his  own  house,  which  he  approached  with  silent  awe, 
expecting  every  moment  to  hear  the  shrill  voice  of  Dame 
Van  Winkle.  He  found  the  house  gone  to  decay — the 
roof  fallen  in,  the  windows  shattered,  and  the  doors  off 
the  hinges.  A  half-starved  dog,  that  looked  like  Wolf, 
was  skulking  about  it.  Rip  called  him  by  name,  but  the 
cur  snarled,  showed  his  teeth,  and  passed  on.  This  was 
an  unkind  cut  indeed. — "  My  very  dog,"  sighed  poor  Rip, 
"  has  forgotten  me  ! " 

He  entered  the  house,  which,  to  tell  the  truth,  Dame 
Van  Winkle  had  always  kept  in  neat  order.  It  w^as 
empty,  forlorn,  and  apparently  abandoned.  This  deso- 
lateness  overcame  all  his  connubial  fears — he  called  loudly 
for  his  wife  and  children — the  lonely  chambers  rang  for 
a  moment  with  his  voice,  and  then  all  again  was  silence. 

He  now  hurried  forth,  and  hastened  to  his  old  resort, 
the  village  inn — but  it  too  was  gone.  A  large  rickety 
wooden  building  stood  in  its  place,  with  great  gaping 
windows,  some  of  tliem  broken,  and  mended  Mnth  old 
hats  and  petticoats,  and  over  the  door  was  painted,  "  The 
Union  Hotel,  by  Jonathan  Doolittle."  Instead  of  the 
great  tree  that  used  to  shelter  tlie  quiet  little  Dutch  inn 
of  yore,  there  now  was  reared  a  tall  naked  pole,  with 
somethijig  on  the  top  that  looked  like  a  red  night-cap, 
and  from  it  was  fluttering  a  flag,  on  which  was  a  singular 
assemblage  of  stars  and  stripes — all  this  was  strange  and 
incomprehensible.  He  recognised  on  the  sign,  however, 
the  ruby  face  of  King  George,  under  which  he  had 
smoked  so  many  a  peaceful  pipe,  but  even  this  was 
singularly  metamorphosed.  The  red  coat  was  changed 
for  one  of  blue  and  buff,  a  sword  was  held  in  the  hand 
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instead  of  a  sceptre,  the  head  was  decorated  with  a 
cocked  hat,  and  underneath  was  painted  in  large 
characters,  General  Washington. 

There  was,  as  usual,  a  crowd  of  folk  about  the  door, 
but  none  that  Kip  recollected.  The  very  character  of 
the  people  seemed  changed.  There  was  a  busy,  bustling, 
disputatious  tone  about  it,  instead  of  the  accustomed 
phlegm  and  drowsy  tranquillity.  He  looked  in  vain  for 
sage  Nicholas  Vedder,  with  his  broad  face,  double  chin, 
and  fair  long  pipe,  uttering  clouds  of  tobacco  smoke, 
instead  of  idle  speeches;  or  Van  Bummel,  the  school- 
master, doling  forth  the  contents  of  an  ancient  newspaper. 
In  place  of  these,  a  lean  bilious-looking  fellow,  with  his 
pockets  full  of  handbills,  was  haranguing  vehemently 
about  rights  of  citizens — election — members  of  Congress — 
liberty — Bunker's  Hill — heroes  of  seventy-six — and  other 
words,  that  was  a  perfect  Babylonish  jargon  to  the 
bewildered  Van  Winkle. 

The  appearance  of  Rip,  with  his  long,  grizzled  beard, 
his  rusty  fowling-piece,  his  uncouth  dress,  and  the  army 
of  women  and  children  that  had  gathered  at  his  heels, 
soon  attracted  the  attention  of  the  tavern  politicians. 
They  crowded  round  him,  eyed  him  from  head  to  foot, 
with  great  curiosity.  The  orator  bustled  up  to  him,  and 
drawing  him  partly  aside,  inquired,  "  on  which  side  he 
voted  ? "  Kip  stared  in  vacant  stupidity.  Another  short 
but  busy  little  fellow  pulled  him  by  the  arm,  and  rising 
on  tiptoe,  inquired  in  his  ear,  "  whether  he  was  Federal 
or  Democrat."  Kip  was  equally  at  a  loss  to  comprehend 
the  question ;  when  a  knowing,  self-important  old  gentle- 
man, in  a  sharp  cocked  hat,  made  his  way  through  the 
crowd,  putting  them  to  the  right  and  left  with  his  elbows 
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as  he  passed,  and  planting  himself  before  Van  Winkle, 
with  one  arm  akimbo,  the  other  resting  on  his  cane,  his 
keen  eyes  and  sliarp  hat  penetrating,  as  it  were,  into  his 
very  soul,  demanded  in  an  austere  tone,  "what  brought 
him  to  the  election  with  a  gun  on  his  shoulder,  and  a 
mob  at  his  heels,  and  whether  he  meant  to  breed  a  riot 
in  the  village  ? " 

"  Alas  !  gentlemen,"  cried  Rip,  somewhat  dismayed,  "  I 
am  a  poor,  quiet  man,  a  native  of  the  place,  and  a  loyal 
subject  of  the  King,  God  bless  him  !  " 

Here  a  general  shout  burst  from  the  bystanders—"  a 
tory  !  a  tory  !  a  spy  !  a  refugee  !  hustle  him  !  away  with 
him ! " 

It  was  with  great  difficulty  that  the  self-important 
man  in  the  cocked  hat  restored  order;  and  having 
assumed  a  tenfold  austerity  of  brow,  demanded  again  of 
the  unknown  culprit,  what  he  came  there  for,  and  whom 
he  was  seeking.  The  poor  man  humbly  assured  him  that 
he  meant  no  harm,  but  merely  came  there  in  search  of 
some  of  his  neighbours,  who  used  to  keep  about  the 
tavern. 

"  Well — who  are  they  ? — name  them." 

Rip  bethought  himself  a  moment,  and  inquired, 
"  Where's  Nicholas  Vedder  ? " 

There  was  a  silence  for  a  little  while,  when  an  old  man 
replied,  in  a  thin,  piping  voice,  "  Nicholas  Vedder  ?  why, 
he  is  dead  and  gone  these  eighteen  years  !  There  was  a 
wooden  tomb-stone  in  the  churchyard  that  used  to  tell 
all  about  him,  but  that's  rotten  and  gone  too." 

"  Where's  Brom  Dutcher  ? " 
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"  Oh,  he  went  off  to  the  army  in  the  beginning  of  the 
war ;  some  say  he  was  killed  at  the  storming  of  Stony- 
Point — others  say  he  was  drowned  in  the  squall,  at  the 
foot  of  Antony's  Nose.  I  don't  know — he  never  came 
back  again." 

"  Where's  Van  Bummel,  the  schoolmaster  ? " 

"  He  went  off  to  the  wars,  too ;  was  a  great  militia 
general,  and  is  now  in  Congress." 

Rip's  heart  died  away  at  hearing  of  these  sad  changes 
in  his  home  and  friends,  and  finding  himself  thus  alone 
in  the  world.  Every  answer  puzzled  him,  too,  by  treat- 
ing of  such  enormous  lapses  of  time,  and  of  matters 
which  he  could  not  understand  :  war — Congress — Stony- 
Point — he  had  no  courage  to  ask  after  any  more  friends, 
but  cried  out  in  despair,  "  Does  nobody  here  know  Rip 
Van  Winkle  ? " 

"  Oh,  Rip  Van  Winkle ! "  exclaimed  two  or  three. 
"  Oh,  to  be  sure  !  That's  Rip  Van  Winkle  yonder,  leaning 
against  the  tree." 

Rip  looked,  and  beheld  a  precise  counterpart  of  himself 
as  he  went  up  the  mountain ;  apparently  as  lazy,  and 
certainly  as  ragged.  The  poor  fellow  was  now  com- 
pletely confounded.  He  doubted  his  own  identity,  and 
whether  he  was  himself  or  another '  man.  In  the  midst 
of  his  bewilderment,  the  man  in  the  cocked  hat  demanded 
who  he  was,  and  what  was  his  name  ? 

"God  knows,"  exclaimed  he,  at  his  wit's  end;  "I'm 
not  myself — I'm  somebody  else — that's  me  yonder — no — 
that's  somebody  else,  got  into  my  shoes — I  was  myself 
last  night,  but  I  fell  asleep  on  the  mountain,  and  they've 
changed  my  gun,  and  everything's  changed,  and  I'm 
changed,  and  I  can't  tell  what's  my  name,  or  who  I  am !" 
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The  by-standers  began  now  to  look  at  each  other,  nod, 
wink  significantly,  and  tap  their  fingers  against  their 
foreheads.  There  was  a  whisper,  also,  about  securing  the 
gun,  and  keeping  the  old  fellow  from  doing  mischief ;  at 
the  very  suggestion  of  which,  the  self-important  man 
with  the  cocked  hat  retired  with  some  precipitation.  At 
this  critical  moment  a  fresh,  comely  woman  passed 
through  the  throng  to  get  a  peep  at  the  grey-bearded 
man.  She  had  a  chubby  child  in  her  arms,  which, 
frightened  at  his  looks,  began  to  cry.  "  Hush,  Rip," 
cried  she,  "  hush,  you  little  fool ;  the  old  man  won't  hurt 
you."  The  name  of  the  child,  the  air  of  the  mother,  the 
tone  of  her  voice,  all  awakened  a  train  of  recollections  in 
his  mind. 

"  What  is  your  name,  my  good  woman  ?  "  asked  he. 

"  Judith  Gardenier." 

"  And  your  father's  name  ? " 

"  Ah,  poor  man,  his  name  was  Rip  Van  Winkle ;  it's 
twenty  years  since  he  went  away  from  home  with  his 
gun,  and  never  has  been  heard  of  since — his  dog  came 
home  without  him  ;  but  whether  he  shot  himself,  or  was 
carried  away  .by  the  Indians,  nobody  can  tell.  I  was 
then  but  a  little  girl." 

Rip  had  but  one  question  more  to  ask ;  but  he  put  it 
with  a  faltering  voice : 

"  Where's  your  mother  ?  " 

Oh,  she  too  had  died  but  a  short  time  since ;  she  broke 
a  blood-vessel  in  a  fit  of  passion  at  a  New  England 
pedlar. 

There  was  a  drop  of  comfort,  at  least,  in  this  intelli- 
gence.    The  honest  man  could  contain  himself  no  longer. 
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He  caught  his  daughter  and  her  child  in  his  arms.  "  I 
am  your  father!"  cried  he — "Young  Rip  Van  Winkle 
once — old  Rip  Van  Winkle  now — Does  nobody  know 
poor  Rip  Van  Winkle  ? " 

All  stood  amazed,  until  an  old  woman,  tottering  out 
from  among  the  crowd,  put  her  hand  to  her  brow,  and 
peering  under  it  in  his  face  for  a  moment,  exclaimed, 
"  Sure  enough  !  it  is  Rip  Van  Winkle — it  is  himself. 
Welcome  home  again,  old  neighbour — Why,  where  have 
you  been  these  twenty  long  years  ? " 

Rip's  story  was  soon  told,  for  the  whole  twenty  years 
had  been  to  him  but  as  one  night.  The  neighbours 
stared  when  they  heard  it ;  some  were  seen  to  wink  at 
each  other,  and  put  their  tongues  in  their  cheeks ;  and 
the  self-importggit  man  in  the  cocked  hat,  who,  when  the 
alarm  was  over,  had  returned  to  the  field,  screwed  down 
the  corners  of  his  mouth  and  shook  his  head — upon 
which  there  was  a  general  shaking  of  the  head  through- 
out the  assemblage. 

It  was  determined,  however,  to  take  the  opinion  of 
old  Peter  Vanderdonk,  who  was  seen  slowly  advancing 
up  the  road.  He  was  a  descendant  of  the  historian  of 
that  name,  who  wrote  one  of  the  earliest  accounts  of  the 
province.  Peter  was  the  most  ancient  inhabitant  of  the 
village,  and  well  versed  in  all  the  wonderful  events  and 
traditions  of  the  neighbourhood.  He  recollected  Rip  at 
once,  and  corroborated  his  story  in  the  most  satisfactory 
manner.  He  assured  the  company  that  it  was  a  fact, 
handed  down  from  his  ancestor  the  historian,  that  the 
Kaatskill  mountains  had  always  been  haunted  by  strange 
beings.  That  it  was  affirmed  that  the  great  Hendrick 
Hudson,  the  first  discoverer  of  the  river  and  country, 
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kept  a  kind  of  vigil  there  every  twenty  years,  with  his 
crew  of  the  Half-moon,  being  permitted  in  this  way  to 
revisit  the  scenes  of  his  enterprise,  and  keep  a  guardian 
eye  upon  the  river  and  the  great  city  called  by  his  name. 
That  his  father  had  once  seen  them  in  their  old  Dutch 
dresses  playing  at  ninepins  in  the  hollow  of  tlie  moun- 
tain ;  and  that  he  himself  had  heard,  one  summer  after- 
noon, the  sound  of  their  balls,  like  distant  peals  of 
thunder. 

To  make  a  long  story  short,  the .  company  broke  up 
and  returned  to  the  more  important  concerns  of  the 
election.  Rip's  daughter  took  him  home  to  live  with 
her ;  she  had  a  snug,  well-furnished  house,  and  a  stout, 
cheery  farmer  for  a  husband,  whom  Rip  recollected  for 
one  of  the  urchins  that  used  to  climb  upon  his  back.  As 
to  Rip's  son  and  heir,  who  was  the  ditto  of  himself,  seen 
leaning  against  the  tree,  he  was  employed  to  work  on 
the  farm,  but  evinced  a  hereditary  disposition  to  attend 
to  anything  else  but  his  business. 

Rip  now  resumed  his  old  walks  and  habits ;  he  soon 
found  many  of  his  former  cronies,  though  all  rather  the 
worse  for  the  wear  and  tear  of  time ;  and  preferred 
making  friends  among  the  rising  generation,  with  whom 
he  soon  grew  into  great  favour. 

Having  nothing  to  do  at  home,  and  being  arrived  at 
that  happy  age  when  a  man  can  do  nothing  with  im- 
punity, he  took  his  place  once  more  on  the  bench,  at  the 
inn  door,  and  was  reverenced  as  one  of  the  patriarchs  of 
the  village,  and  a  chronicle  of  the  old  times  "  before  the 
war."  It  was  some  time  before  he  could  get  into  the 
regular  track  of  gossip,  or  could  be  made  to  comprehend 
the  strange   events   that   had   taken   place   during   his 
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torpor.  How  that  there  had  been  a  revolutionary  war — 
that  the  country  had  thrown  off  the  yoke  of  old  England 
— and  that,  instead  of  being  a  subject  of  His  Majesty 
George  the  Third,  he  was  now  a  free  citizen  of  the  United 
States.  Rip,  in  fact,  was  no  politician ;  the  changes  of 
states  and  empires  made  but  little  impression  on  him; 
but  there  was  one  species  of  despotism  under  which  he 
had  long  groaned,  and  that  was — petticoat  government. 
Happily,  that  was  at  an  end ;  he  had  got  his  neck  out  of 
the  yoke  of  matrimony,  and  could  go  in  and  out  when- 
ever he  pleased,  without  dreading  the  tyranny  of  Dame 
Van  Winkle.  Whenever  her  name  was  mentioned,  how- 
ever, he  shook  his  head,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  cast 
up  his  eyes ;  which  might  pass  either  for  an  expression 
of  resignation  to  his  fate,  or  joy  at  his  deliverance. 

He  used  to  tell  his  story  to  every  stranger  that  arrived 
at  Mr.  Doolittle's  hotel.  He  was  observed,  at  first,  to 
vary  on  some  points  every  time  he  told  it,  which  was 
doubtless  owing  to  his  having  so  recently  awaked.  It 
at  last  settled  down  precisely  to  the  tale  I  have  related, 
and  not  a  man,  woman,  or  child  in  the  neighbourhood, 
but  knew  it  by  heart.  Some  always  pretended  to  doubt 
the  reality  of  it,  and  insisted  that  Rip  had  been  out  of 
his  head,  and  that  this  was  one  point  on  which  he  always 
remained  flighty.  The  old  Dutch  inhabitants,  however, 
almost  universally  gave  it  full  credit.  Even  to  this  day, 
they  never  hear  a  thunderstorm  of  a  summer  afternoon 
about  the  Kaatskill  but  they  say  Hendrick  Hudson  and 
his  crew  are  at  their  game  of  ninepins ;  and  it  is  a  common 
wish  of  all  henpecked  husbands  in  the  neighbourhood, 
when  life  hangs  heavy  on  their  hands,  that  they  might 
have  a  quieting  draft  out  of  Rip  Van  Winkle's  flagon. 
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THE  LEGEND  OF  SLEEPY  HOLLOW. 


In  the  bogcim  of  one  of  those  spacious  coves  which 
indent  the  eastern  shore  of  the  Hudson,  at  that  broad 
expansion  of  the  river^'d'ehominale^d  by  the  ancient  Dutch 
navigators  the  Tappan  Zee,  and  where  they  always 
prudently  shortened  sail,  and  implored  the  protection  of 
St.  Nicholas  when  they  crossed,  there  lies  a  small  market 
town~br  rural  port,  w^hich  by  some  is  called  Greensburgh, 
but  which  is  more  generally  and  properly  known  by  the 
name  of  Tarry  Town.  This  name  was  given  it,  we  are 
told,  in  former  days,  by  the  good  housewives  of  the 
adjacent  country,  from  the  jnveterate  propensity  of  their 
husbands  to  linger  about  the  village  tavern  on  market 
days.  Be  that  as  it  may,  I  do  not  vouch  for  the  fact, 
but  merely  advert  to  it,  for  the  sake  of  being  precise  and 
authentic.  Not  far  from  this  village,  perhaps  about  three 
miles,  there  is  a  little  valley  or  rather  lap  of  land  among 
high  hills,  which  is  one  of  the  quietest  places  in  the  whole 
world,  A  small  brook  glides  through  it,  with  just 
murmur  enough  to  lull  one  to  repose ;  and  the  occasional 
whistle  of  a  quail,  or  tapping  of  a  w^oodpecker,  is  almost 
the  only  sound  that  ever  breaks  in  upon  the  uniform 
tranquillity. 

I  recollect  that,  when  a  stripling,  my  first  exploit  in 
squirrel-shooting  was  in  a  grove  of  tall  walnut-trees  that 
shades  one  side  of  the  valley.  I  had  w^andered  into  it  at 
noon-time,  when  all  nature  is  peculiarly  quiet,  and  was 
startled  by  the  roar  of  my  own  gun,  as  it  broke  the 
sabbath  stillness  around,  and  was  prolonged  and  rever- 
berated by  the  angry  echoes.     If  ever  I  should  wish  for 
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a  retreat  whither  I  might  steal  from  the  world  and  its 
distractions,  and  dream  quietly  awa}'-  the  remnant  of  a 
troubled  life,  I  know  of  none  more  promising  than  this 
little  valley. 

From  the  listless  repose  of  the  place,  and  the  peculiar 
character  of  its  inhabitants,  who  are  descendants  from 
the  original  Dutch  settlers,  this  sequestered  glen  has  long 
been  known  by  the  name  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  and  its 
rustic  lads  are  called  the  Sleepy  Hollow  Boys  throughout 
all  the  neighbouring  countr}-.  A  drowsy,  dreamy 
influence  seems  to  hang  over  the  land,  and  to  pervade 
the  very  atmosphere.  Some  say  that  the  place  was 
bewitched  by  a  high  German  doctor,  during  the  early 
days  of  the  settlement ;  others,  that  an  old  Indian  chief, 
the  prophet  or  wizard  of  his  tribe,  held  his  pow-wows 
there  before  the  country  was  discovered  by  Master 
Hendrick  Hudson.  Certain  it  is  the  place  still  continues 
under  the  sway  of  some  witching  power,  that  holds  a 
spell  over  the  minds  of  the  good  people,  causing  them  to 
walk  in  a  continual  reverie.  They  are  given  to  all  kinds 
of  marvellous  beliefs ;  are  subject  to  trances  and  visions, 
and  frequently  see  strange  sights,  and  hear  music  and 
voices  in  the  air.  The  whole  neighbourhood  abounds 
with  local  tales,  haunted  spots,  and  twilight  superstitions ; 
stars  shoot  and  meteors  glare  oftener  across  the  valley 
than  in  any  other  part  of  the  country,  and  the  nightmare, 
with  her  whole  nine  fold,  seems  to  make  it  the  favourite 
scene  of  her  gambols. 

The  dominant  spirit,  however,  that  haunts  this  en- 
chanted region,  and  seems  to  be  commander-in-chief  of 
all  the  powers  of  the  air,  is  the  apparition  of  a  figure  on 
horseback  without  a  head.l/  It  is  said  by  some  to  be  the 
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ghost  of  a  Hessian  trooper,  whose  head  had  been  carried 
away  by  a  cannon-ball,  in  some  nameless  battle  during 
the  revolutionary  war,  and  who  is  ever  and  anon  seen  by 
the  country  folk,  hurrying  along  in  the' gloom  of  niglit, 
as  if  on  the  wind.  His  haunts  are  not  confined  to  the 
valley,  but  extend  at  times  to 'the  adjacent  roads,  and 
especially  to  the  vicinity  of  a  church  that  is  at  no  great 
distance.  Indeed,  certain  of  the  most  authentic  historians 
of  those  parts,  who  have  been  careful  in  collecting  and 
collating  the  floating  facts  concerning  this  spectre,  allege, 
that  the  body  of  the  trooper  having  been  in  the  church- 
yard, the  ghost  rides  forth  to  the  scene  of  battle  in 
nightly  quest  of  his  head,  and  that  the  rushing  -  speed 
with  which  he  sometimes  passes  along  the  hollow,  like  a 
midnight  blast,  is  owino^  to  his  beings  belated,  and  in  a 
hurry  to  get  back  to  the  churchyard  before  daybreak,  y 

Such  is  the  general  purport  of  this  legendary  super- 
stition, which  has  furnished  materials  for'Tnany  a  wild 
story  in  that  region  of  shadows ;  and  the  spectre  is 
known  at  all  the  country  firesides,  by  the  name  of  the 
Headless  Horseman  of  Sleepy  Hollow. 

It  is  remarkable,  that  the  visionary  propensity  I  have 
mentioned  is  not  confined  to  the  native  inhabitants  of 
the  valley,  but  is  unconsciously  imbibed  by  every  one 
who  resides  there  for  a  time.  However  wide  awake  they 
may  have  been  before  they  entered  that  sleepy  region, 
they  are  sure,  in  a  little  time,  to  inhale  the  witching 
influence  of  the  air,  and  begin  to  grow  imaginative — to 
dream  dreams,  and  see  apparitions. 

I  mention  this  peaceful  spot  with  all  possible  laud; 
for  it  is  in  such  little  retired  Dutch  valleys,  found  here 
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and  there  embosomed  in  the  great  State  of  New  York, 
that  population,  manner.s,  and  customs  remain  fixed, 
while  the  gi'eat  torrent  of  migration  and  improvement, 
which  is  making  such  incessant  changes  in  other  parts 
of  this  restless  country,  sweeps  by  them  unobserved. 
They  are  like  those  little  nooks  of  still  water,  which 
border  a  rapid  stream,  where  we  may  see  the  straw  and 
bubble  riding  quietly  at  anchor,  or  slowly  revolving  in 
their  mimic  harbour,  undisturbed  by  the  rush  of  the 
passing  current.  Though  many  years  have  elapsed  since 
I  trod  the  drowsy  shades  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  yet  I 
question  whether  I  should  not  find  the  same  trees  and 
the  same  families  vegetating  in  its  sheltered  bosom. 

In  this  by-place  of  nature  there  abode,  in  a  remote 
period  of  American  history,  that  is  to  say,  some  thirty 
years  since,  a  worthy  wight  of  tlie  name  of  Ichabod 
Crane,  who  sojourned,  or,  as  he  expressed  it,  "  tarried," 
in  Sleepy  Hollow,  for  the  purpose  of  instructing,  the 
children  of  the  vicinity.  He  was  a  native  of  Connecticut, 
a  State  which  supplies  the  Union  with  pioneers  for  the 
mind  as  well  as  for  the  forest,  and  sends  forth  yearly  its 
legions  of  frontier  woodmen  and  country  schoolmasters. 
The  cognqijien  of  Crane  was  not  inapplicable  to  his 
person.  He  was  tall,  but  exceedingly  lank,  with  narrow 
shoulders,  long  arms  and  legs,  hands  that  dangled  a  mile 
out  of  his  sleeves,  feet  that  might  have  served  for 
shovels,  and  his  whole  frame  most  loosely  hung  together. 
His  head  was  small,  and  flat  at  top,  with  huge  ears,  large 
green  glassy  eyes,  and  a  long  snipe  nose,  so  that  it  looked 
like  a  weathercock  perched  upon  his  spindle  neck,  to  tell 
which  way  the  wind  blew.  To  see  him  striding  along 
the  profile  of  a  hill  on  a  windy  day,  with  his  clothes 
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bagging  and  fluttering  about  him,  one  might  have 
mistaken  him  for  the  genius  of  famine  descending  upon 
the  earth,  or  some  scarecrow  eloped  from  a  cornfield.  >' 

His  school-house  was  a  low  building  of  one  large  room, 
rudely  constructed  of  logs;  the  windows  partly  glazed, 
and  partly  patched  with  leaves  of  copy-books.  It  was 
most  ingeniously  secured  at  vacant  hours,  by  a  withe 
twisted  in  the  handle  of  the  door,  and  stakes  set  against 
the  window-shutters ;  so  that  though  a  thief  might  get 
in  with  perfect  ease,  he  would  find  some  embarrassment 
in  getting  out ; — an  idea  most  probably  borrowed  by  the 
architect,  Yost  Van  Houten,  from  the  mystery  of  an 
eelpot.  The  school-house  stood  in  a  rather  lonely  but 
pleasant  situation,  just  at  the  foot  of  a  woody  hill,  with 
a  brook  running  close  by,  and  a  formidable  birch-tree 
growing  at  one  end  of  it.  From  hence  the  low  murmur 
of  his  pupils'  voices,  conning  over  their  lessons,  might  be 
heard  of  a  drowsy  summer's  day,  like  the  hum  of  a 
beehive ;  interrupted  now  and  then  by  the  authoritative 
voice  of  the  master,  in  the  tone  of  menace  or  command  ; 
or,  peradventure,  by  the  appalling  sound  of  the  birch,  as 
he  urged  some  tardy  loiterer  along  the  flowery  path  of 
knowledge.  Truth  to  say,  he  was  a  conscientious  man, 
that  ever  bore  in  mind  the  golden  maxim,  "  spare  the  rod 
and  spoil  the  child."  Ichabod  Crane's  scholars  certainly 
were  not  spoiled. 

I  would  not  have  it  imagined,  however,  that  he  was 
one  of  those  cruel  potentates  of  the  school,  who  joy  in 
the  smart  of  their  subjects ;  on  the  contrary,  he  adminis- 
tered justice  with  discrimination  rather  than  severity ; 
taking  the  burden  off"  the  backs  of  the  weak,  and  laying 
it  on  those  of  the  strong.     Your  mere  puny  stripling, 
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that  winced  at  the  least  flourish  of  the  rod,  was  passed 
by  witli  indulgence ;  but  the  claims  of  justice  were 
satisfied  by  inflicting  a  double  portion  on  some  little, 
tough,  wrong-headed,  broad-skirted  Dutch  urchin,  who 
sulked  and  swelled  and  grew  dogged  and  sullen  beneath 
the  birch.  All  this  he  called  "doing  his  duty  by  their 
parents;"  and  he  never  inflicted  a  chastisement  without 
following  it  by  the  assurance  so  consolatory  to  the 
smarting  urchin,  "  that  he  would  remember  it  and  thank 
him  for  it  the  longest  day  he  had  to  live." 

When  school  hours  were  over,  he  was  even  the  com- 
panion and  playmate  of  the  larger  boys  ;  and  on  holiday 
afternoons  would  convey  some  of  the  smaller  ones  home, 
who  happened  to  have  pretty  sisters  or  good  housewives 
for  mothers,  noted  for  the  comforts  of  the  cupboard. 
Indeed,  it  behooved  him  to  keep  on  good  terms  with  his 
pupils.  The  revenue  arising  from  this  school  was  small, 
and  would  have  been  scarcely  sufficient  to  furnish  him 
with  daily  bread,  for  he  was  a  huge  feeder,  and  though 
lank,  had  dilating  powers  of  an  anaconda ;  but  to  help 
out  his  mqinteiiaince,  he  was,  according  to  country  custom 
in  those  parts,  boarded  and  lodged  at  the  houses  of  the 
farmers,  whose  children  he  instructed.  With  these  he 
lived  successively  a  week  at  a  time,  thus  going  the 
rounds  of  the  neighbourhood,  with  all  his  worldly  eflects 
tied  up  in  a  cotton  handkerchief. 

That  all  this  might  not  be  too  onerous  on  the  purses 
of  his  rustic  patrons,  who  are  apt  to  consider  the  costs  of 
schooling  a  grievous  burden,  and  schoolmasters  as  mere 
drones,  he  had  various  ways  of  rendering  himself  both 
useful  and  agreeable.  He  assisted  the  farmers  occasion- 
ally in  the  lighter  labours  of  their   farms;  helped  to 
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make  hay ;  mended  the  fences ;  took  the  horses  to  water ; 
drove  the  cows  from  pasture ;  and  cut  wood  for  the  winter 
fire.  He  laid  aside,  too,  all  the  dominant  dignity  and 
absolute  sway  with  which  he  lorded  it  in  his  little 
empire,  the  school,  and  became  wonderfully  gentle  and 
ingratiating.  He  found  favour  in  the  eyes  of  the  mothers 
by  petting  the  children,  particularly  the  youngest ;  and 
like  the  lion  bold,  which  whilom  so  magnanimously  the 
lamb  did  hold,  he  would  sit  witli  a  child  on  one  knee, 
and  rock  a  cradle  with  his  foot  for  whole  hours  together^ 

In  addition  to  his  other  vocations,  he  was  the  singing- 
master  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  picked  up  many  bright 
shillings  by  instructing  the  young  folks  in  psalmody.  It 
was  a  matter  of  no  little  vanity  to  him  on  Sundays,  to 
take  his  station  in  front  of  the  church  gallery,  with  a 
band  of  chosen  singers;  where,  in  his  own  mind,  he 
completely  carried  away  the  palm  from  the  parson. 
Certain  it  is,  his  voice  resounded  far  above  all  the  rest  of 
the  congregation,  and  there  are  peculiar  quavers  still  to 
be  heard  in  that  church,  and  which  may  even  be  heard 
half  a  mile  off,  quite  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  mill-pond, 
on  a  still  Sunday  morning,  which  are  said  to  be  legiti- 
mately descended  from  the  nose  of  Ichabod  Crane. 
Thus,  by  divers  little  makeshifts,  in  that  ingenious  way 
which  is  commonly  denominated  "by  hook  and  by  crook," 
the  worihy  pedagogue  got  on  tolerably  enough,  and  was 
thought,  by  all  who  understood  nothing  of  the  labour  of 
head-work,  to  have  a  wonderful  easy  life  of  it. 

The  schoolmaster  is  generally  a  man  of  some  import- 
ance in  the  female  circle  of  a  rural  neighbourhood ;  being 
considered  a  kind  of  idle  gentleman-like  personage,  of 
vastly  superior  taste  and  accomplishments  to  the  rough 
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country  swains,  and,  indeed,  inferior  in  learning  only  to 
the  parson.  His  appearance,  therefore,  is  apt  to  occasion 
some  little  stir  at  the  tea-table  of  a  farmhouse,  and  the 
addition  of  a  supernumerary  dish  of  cakes  or  sweetmeats, 
or  peradventure,  the  parade  of  a  silver  tea-pot.  Our 
man  of  letters,  therefore,  was  peculiarly  happy  in  the 
smiles  of  all  the  country  damsels.  How  he  would  figure 
among  them  in  the  churchyard,  between  services  on 
Sundays !  gather  grapes  for  them  from  the  wild  vines 
that  overrun  the  surrounding  trees ;  reciting  for  their 
amusement  all  the  epitaphs  on  the  tombstones;  or 
sauntering  with  a  whole  bevy  of  them  along  the  banks 
of  the  adjacent  mill-pond ;  while  the  more  bashful  country 
bumpkins  hung  sheepishly  back,  envying  his  superior 
elegance  and  address. 

From  his  half  itinerant  life,  also,  he  was  a  kind  of 
travelling  gazette,  carrying  the  whole  budget  of  local 
gossip  from  house  to  house ;  so  that  his  appearance  was 
always  greeted  with  satisfaction.  He  was,  moreover, 
esteemed  by  the  women  as  a  man  of  great  erudition,  for 
he  had  read  several  books  quite  through,  and  was  a 
perfect  master  of  Cotton  Mather's  History  of  New  Eng- 
land Witchcraft,  in  which,  by  the  way,  he  most  firmly 
and  potently  believed. 

He  was,  in  fact,  an  odd  mixture  of  small  shrewdness  and 
simple  credulity.  His  appetite  for  the  marvellous  and  his 
powers  of  digesting  it  were  equally  extraordinary ;  and 
both  had  been  increased  by  his  residence  in  this  spell- 
bound reofion.  No  tale  was  too  gross  or  monstrous  for 
his  capacious  swallow.  It  was  often  his  delight,  after 
his  school  was  dismissed  in  the  afternoon,  to  stretch 
himself  on  the  rich  bed  of  clover,  bordering  the  little 
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brook  that  whimpered  by  his  school-house,  and  there  con 
over  old  Mather's  direful  tales,  until  the  gathering  dusk 
of  evening  made  the  printed  page  a  mere  mist  before  his 
eyes.  Then,  as  he  wended  his  way,  by  swamp  and  stream 
and  awful  woodland,  to  the  farmhouse  where  he  happened 
to  be  quartered,  every  sound  of  nature,  at  that  witching 
hour,  fluttered  his  excited  imagination :  the  moan  of  the 
whip-poor-will  from  the  hillside ;  the  boding  cry  of  the 
tree-toad,  that  harbinger  of  storm  ;  the  dreary  hooting  of 
the  screech-owl ;  or  the  sudden  rustling  in  the  thicket  of 
birds  frightened  from  their  roost.  The  fire-flies,  too, 
which  sparkled  most  vividly  in  the  darkest  places,  now 
and  then  startled  him,  as  one  of  uncommon  brightness 
would  stream  across  his  path ;  and  if,  by  chance,  a  huge 
blockhead  of  a  beetle  came  winging  his  blundering  flight 
against  him,  the  poor  varlet  was  ready  to  give  up  the 
ghost,  with  the  idea  that  he  was  struck  with  a  witch's 
token.  His  only  resource  on  such  occasions,  either  to 
drown  thought,  or  drive  away  evil  spirits,  was  to  sing 
psalm  tunes ; — and  the  good  people  of  SleepyTIollow,  as 
they  sat  by  their  doors  of  an  evening,  were  often  filled 
with  awe,  at  hearing  his  nasal  melody,  "  in  linked  sweet- 
ness  long  drawn  out,"  floating  from  the  distant  hill,  or 
along  the  dusky  road.    "\/ 

Another  of  his  sources  of  fearful4)leasure,  was,  to  pass 
long  winter  evenings  with  the  old  Dutch  wives  as  they 
sat  spinning  by  the  fire,  with  a  row  of  apples  roasting 
and  sputtering  along  the  hearth,  and  listen  to  their 
marvellous  tales  of  ghosts,  and  goblins,  and  haunted  fields 
and  haunted  brooks,  and  haunted  bridges  and  haunted 
houses,  and  particularly  of  the  headless  horseman,  or 
galloping  Hessian  of  the  Hollow,  as  they  sometimes  called 
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him.  He  would  delight  them  equally"  by  his  anecdotes 
of  witchcraft,  and  of  the  direful  omens  and  portentous 
sights  and  sounds  in  the  air,  which  prevailed  in  the  early 
times  of  Connecticut ;  and  would  frighten  them  wofully 
with  speculations  upon  comets  and  shooting  stars,  and 
with  the  alarming  fact  that  the  world  did  absolutely  turn 
round,  and  that  they  were  half  the  time  topsy-turvy !  ^         f 

But  if  there  was  a  pleasure  in  all  this,  while  snugly 
cuddling  in  the  chimney  coi'ner  of  a  chamber  that  was 
all  of  a  ruddy  glow  from  the  crackling  wood  fire,  and 
where,  of  course,  no  spectre  dared  to  show  its  face,  it  was 
dearly  purchased  by  the  terrors  of  his  subsequent  walk 
homewards.  What  fearful  shapes  and  shadows  beset  his 
path,  amidst  the  dim  and  ghastly  glare  of  a  snowy 
night ! — With  what  wistful  look  did  he  eye  every 
trembling  ray  of  light  streaming  across  the  waste  fields 
from  some  distant  window  ! — How  often  was  he  appalled 
by  some  shrub  covered  with  snow,  which  like  a  sheeted 
spectre  beset  his  very  path ! — How  often  did  he  shrink 
with  curdling  awe  at  the  sound  of  his  own  steps  on  the 
frosty  crust  beneath  his  feet ;  and  dread  to  look  over  his 
shoulder,  lest  he  should  behold  some  uncouth  being 
tramping  close  behind  him ! — and  how  often  was  he 
thrown  into  complete  dismay  by  some  rushing  blast, 
howling  among  the  trees,  in  the  idea  that  it  was  the 
galloping  Hessian  on  one  of  his  nightly  scourings  ! 

All  these,  however,  were  mere  terrors  of  the  night, 
phantoms  of  the  mind,  that  walk  in  darkness :  and 
though  he  had  seen  many  spectres  in  his  time,  and  been 
more  than  once  beset  by  Satan  in  divers  shapes,  in  his 
lonely  perambulations,  yet  daylight  put  an  end  to  all 
these  evils ;  and  he  would  have  passed  a  pleasant  life  of 
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it,  in  despite  of  the  Devil  and  all  his  works,  if  his  path 
liad  not  been  crossed  by  a  being  that  causes  more  per- 
plexity to  mortal  man  than  ghosts,  goblins,  and  the 
whole  race  of  witches  put  together;  and  that  was — a 
woman. 

Among  the  musical  disciples  who  assembled,  one  even- 
ing in  each  week,  to  receive  his  instructions  in  psalmody, 
was  Katrina  Van  Tassel,  the  daughter  and  only  child  of 
a  substantial  Dutch  farmer.  She  was  a  blooming  lass  of 
fresh  eighteen ;  plump  as  a  partridge ;  ripe  and  melting 
and  rosy-cheeked  as  one  of  her  father's  peaches,  and 
universally  famed,  not  merely  for  her  beauty,  but  her 
vast  expectations.  She  was  withal  a  little  of  a  coquette, 
as  might  be  perceived  even  in  her  dress,  which  was  a 
mixture  of  ancient  and  modern  fashions,  as  most  suited 
to  set  off  her  charms.  She  wore  the  ornaments  of  pure 
yellow  gold,  which  her  great-great-grandmother  had 
brought  over  from  Saardam  ;  the  tempting  stomacher  of 
the  olden  time,  and  withal  a  provokingly  short  petticoat, 
to  display  the  prettiest  foot  and  ankle  in  the  country 
round. 

Ichabod  Crane  had  a  soft  and  foolish  heart  towards 
the  sex ;  and  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  that  so 
tempting  a  morsel  soon  found  favour  in  his  eyes,  more 
especially  after  he  had  visited  her  in  her  paternal 
mansion.  Old  Baltus  Van  Tassel  was  a  perfect  picture 
of  a  thriving,  contented,  liberal-hearted  farmer.  He 
seldom,  it  is  true,  sent  either  his  eyes  or  his  thoughts 
beyond  the  boundaries  of  his  own  farm ;  but  within 
these,  everything  was  snug,  happy  and  well-conditioned. 
He  was  satisfied  with  his  wealth,  but  not  proud  of  it ; 
and  piqued  himself  upon  the  hearty  abundance,  rather 
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than  the  style  in  which  he  lived.  His  stronghold  was 
situated  on  the  banks  of  the  Hudson,  in  one  of  those 
green,  sheltered,  fertile  nooks,  in  which  the  Dutch 
farmers  are  so  fond  of  nestling,  A  great  elm-tree  spread 
its  broad  branches  over  it ;  at  the  foot  of  which  bubbled 
up  a  spring  of  the  softest  and  sweetest  water,  in  a  little 
well,  formed  of  a  barrel ;  and  then  stole  sparkling  away 
through  the  grass,  to  a  neighbouring  brook,  that  babbled 
along  among  alders  and  dwarf  willows.  Hard  by  the 
farmhouse  was  a  vast  barn,  that  might  have  served  for 
a  church ;  eVery  window  and  crevice  of  which  seemed 
bursting  forth  with  the  treasures  of  the  farm ;  the  flail 
was  busily  resounding  within  it  from  morning  to  night ; 
swallows  and  martins  skimmed  twittering  about  the 
eaves ;  and  rows  of  pigeons,  some  with  one  eye  turned 
up,  as  if  watching  the  weather,  some  with  their  heads 
under  their  wings,  or  buried  in  their  bosoms,  and  others, 
swelling,  and  cooing,  and  bowing  about  their  dames,  were 
enjoying  the  sunshine  on  the  roof.  Sleek  unwieldy 
porkers  were  grunting  in  the  repose  and  abundance  of 
their  pens,  from  whence  sallied  forth,  now  and  then, 
troops  of  sucking  pigs,  as  if  to  sniff  the  air.  A  stately 
squadron  of  snowy  geese  were  riding  in  an  adjoining 
pond,  convoying  whole  fleets  of  ducks ;  regiments  of 
turkeys  were  gobbling  through  the  farm-yard,  and 
guinea-fowls  fretting  about  it  like  ill-tempered  house- 
wives, with  their  peevish,  discontented  cry.  Before  the 
barn  door  strutted  the  gallant  cock,  that  pattern  of  a 
husband,  a  warrior,  and  a  fine  gentleman ;  clapping  his 
burnished  wings  and  crowing  in  the  pride  and  gladness 
of  his  heart — sometimes  tearing  up  the  earth  with  his 
feet,  and  then  generously  calling  his  ever-hungry  family 
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of  wives  and  children  to  enjoy  the  rich  morsel  which  he 
had  discovered. 

The  pedagogue's  mouth  watered,  as  he  looked  upon 
this  sumptuous  promise  of  luxurious  winter  fare.  In 
his  devouring  mind's  eye,  he  pictured  to  himself  every 
roasting  pig  running  about,  with  a  pudding  in  its  belly, 
and  an  apple  in  its  mouth  ;  the  pigeons  were  snugly  put 
to  bed  in  a  comfortable  pie,  and  tucked  in  with  a  coverlet 
of  crust ;  the  geese  were  swimming  in  their  own  gravy ; 
and  the  ducks  pairing  cosily  in  dishes,  like  snug  married 
couples,  with  a  decent  competency  of  onion  sauce  In 
the  porkers  he  saw  carved^ut  the  future  sleek  side  of 
bacon,  and  juicy  relishing  ham ;  not  a  turkey,  but  he 
beheld  daintily  trussed  up,  with  its  gizzard  under  its 
wing,  and,  perad venture,  a  necklace  of  savoury  sausages ; 
and  even  bright  chanticleer  himself  lay  sprawling  on  his 
back,  in  a  side  dish,  with  uplifted  claws,  as  if  craving 
that  quarter  which  his  chivalrous  spirit  disdained  to  ask 
while  living. 

As  the  enraptured  Ichabod  fancied  all  this,  and  as  he 
rolled  his  great  green  eyes  over  the  fat  meadow  lands, 
the  rich  fields  of  wheat,  of  rye,  of  buckwheat,  and  Indian 
corn,  and  the  orchards  burdened  with  ruddy  fruit,  which 
surrounded  the  warm  tenement  of  Van  Tassel,  his  heart 
yearned  after  the  damsel  who  was  to  inherit  these 
domains,  and  his  imagination  expanded  with  the  idea, 
how  they  might  be  readily  turned  into  cash,  and  the 
money  invested  in  immense  tracts  of  wild  land,  and 
shingle  palaces  in  the  wilderness.  Nay,  his  busy  fancy 
already  realized  his  hopes,  and  presented  to  him  the 
blooming  Katrina,  with  a  whole  family  of  children 
mounted  on  the  top  of  a  wagon  loaded  with  household 
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trumpery,  with  pots  and  kettles  dangling  beneath ;  and 
he  beheld  himself  bestriding  a  pacing  mare,  with  a  colt 
at  her  heels,  setting  out  for  Kentucky,  Tennessee — or  the 
Lord  knows  where ! 

When  he  entered  the  house,  the  conquest  of  his  heart 
was  complete.  It  was  one  of  those  spacious  farm-houses, 
with  high-ridged,  but  lowly-sloping  roofs,  built  in  the 
style  handed  down  from  the  first  Dutch  settlers.  The 
low  projecting  eaves  forming  a  piazza  along  the  front, 
capable  of  being  closed  up  in  bad  weather.  Under  this 
were  hung  flails,  harness,  various  utensils  of  husbandry, 
and  nets  for  fishing  in  the  neighbouring  river.  Benches 
were  built  along  the  sides  for  summer  use ;  and  a  great 
spinning-wheel  at  one  end,  and  a  churn  at  the  other, 
showed  the  various  uses  to  which  this  important  porch 
might  be  devoted.  From  this  piazza  the  wonderful 
Ichabod  entered  the  hall,  which  formed  the  centre  of  the 
mansion,  and  the  place  of  usual  residence.  Here,  rows  of 
resplendent  pewter,  ranged  on  a  long  dresser,  dazzled  his 
eyes.  In  one  corner  stood  a  huge  bag  of  wool,  ready  to 
be  spun ;  in  another,  a  quantity  of  linsey-woolsey  just 
from  the  loom ;  ears  of  Indian  corn,  and  strings  of  dried 
apples  and  peaches,  hung  in  gay  festoons  along  the  walls, 
mingled  with  the  gaud  of  red  peppers ;  and  a  door  left 
ajar,  gave  him  a  peep  into  tlieTiest  parlour,  where  the 
claw-footed  chairs,  and  dark  mahogany  tables,  shone  like 
mirrors ;  andirons,  with  their  accompanying  shovel  and 
tongs,  glistened  from  their  covert  of  asparagus  tops ; 
mock-oranges  and  conch  shells  decorated  the  mantelpiece ; 
strings  of  various  coloured  birds'  eggs  were  suspended 
above  it :  a  great  ostrich  egg  was  hung  from  the  centre 
of  the  room,  and  a  corner  cupboard,  knowingly  left  open, 
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displayed  immense  treasures  of  old  silver  and  well- 
mended  china.  '^ 

From  the  moment  Ichabod  laid  his  eyes  upon  these 
regions  of  delight,  the  peace  of  his  mind  was  at  an  end, 
and  his  only  study  was  how  to  gain  the  affections  of  the 
peerless  daughter  of  Van  Tassel.  In  this  enterprise, 
however,  he  had  more  real  difficulties  than  generally  fell 
to  the  lot  of  a  knight-errant  of  yore,  who  seldom  had 
anything  but  giants,  enchanters,  fiery  dragons,  and  such 
like  easily  conquered  adversaries,  to  contend  with,  and 
had  to  make  his  way  merely  through  gates  of  iron  and 
brass,  and  walls  of  adamant  to  the  cas_tle-keep,  where  the 
lady  of  his  heart  was  confined  ;  all  which  he  achieved  as 
easily  as  a  man  would  carve  his  way  to  the  centre  of  a 
Christmas  pie,  and  then  the  lady  gave  him  her  hand  as  a 
matter  of  course.  Ichabod,  on  the  contrary,  had  to  win 
his  way  to  the  heart  of  a  country  coquette,  beset  with  a 
labyrinth  of  whims  and  caprices,  which  were  forever 
presenting  new  difficulties  and  impediments,  and  he  had 
to  encounter  a  host  of  fearful  adversaries  of  real  flesh 
and  blood,  and  numerous  rustic  admirers,  who  beset 
every  portal  to  her  heart ;  keeping  a  watchful  and  angry 
eye  upon  each  other,  but  ready  to  fly  out  in  the  common 
cause  against  any  new  competitor. 

Among  these,  the  most  formidable  was  a  burly,  roaring, 
roystering  blade,  of  the  name  of  Abraham,  or  according 
to  the  Uutch  abbreviation,  Brom  Van  Brunt,  the  hero  of 
the  country  round,  which  rung  with  his  feats  of  strength 
and  hardihood.  He  was  broad-shouldered  and  double- 
jointed,  with  short,  curly  black  hair,  and  a  bluff,  but  not 
unpleasant  countenance,  having  a  mingled  air  of  fun  and 
arrogance.     From  his  Herculean  frame  and  great  powers 
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of  limb,  he  had  received  the  nickname  of  Brom  Bones, 
by  which  he  was  universally  known.  He  was  famed  for 
great  knowledge  and  skill  in  horsemanship,  being  as 
dexterous  on  horseback  as  a  Tartar.  He  was  foremost 
at  all  races  and  cock-fights,  and  with  the  ascendancy 
which  bodily  strength  always  acquires  in  rustic  life,  was 
the  umpire  in  all  disputes,  setting  his  hat  on  one  side, 
and  giving  his  decisions  with  an  air  and  tone  that 
admitted  of  no  gainsay  or  appeal..  He  w^as  always  ready 
for  either  a  fight  or  a  frolic ;  had  more  mischief  than 
ill-will  in  his  composition  ;  and  with  all  his  overbearing 
roughness,  there  was  a  strong  dash  of  waggish  good- 
humour  at  bottom.  He  had  three  or  four  boon  com- 
panions of  his  own  stamp,  who  regarded  him  as  their 
model,  and  at  the  head  of  whom  lie  scoured  the  country, 
attending  every  scene  of  feud  or  merriment  for  miles 
around.  In  cold  weather,  he  w^as  distinguished  by  a  fur 
cap,  surmounted  with  a  flaunting  fox's  tail ;  and  when 
the  folks  at  a  country  gathering  descried  this  well-known 
crest  at  a  distance,  whisking  about  among  a  squad  of  hard 
riders,  they  always  stood  by  for  a  squall.  Sometimes 
his  crew  would  be  heard  dashing  along  past  the  farm- 
houses at  midnight,  with  w^hoop  and  halloo,  like  a  troop 
of  Don  Cossacks,  and  the  old  dames,  startled  out  of  their 
sleepTwould  listen  for  a  moment  till  the  hurry-scurry 
had  clattered  by,  and  then  exclaim,  "Ay,  there  goes 
Brom  Bones  and  his  gang ! "  The  neighbours  looked 
upon  him  with  a  mixture  of  awe,  admiration,  and 
goodwill ;  and  when  any  madcap  prank  or  rustic 
brawl  occurred  in  the  vicinity,  always  shook  their 
heads,  and  warranted  Brom  Bones  was  at  the  bottom 
of  it. 
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This  rantipole  hero  had  for  some  time  singled  out  the 
blooming  Katrina  for  the  object  of  his  uncouth  gallan- 
tries, and  though  his  amorous  toyings  were  something 
like  the  gentle  caresses  and  endearments  of  a  bear,  yet  it 
was  whispered  that  she  did  not  altogether  discourage  his 
hopes.  Certain  it  is,  his  advances  were  signals  for  rival 
candidates  to  retire,  who  felt  no  inclination  to  cross  a 
lion  in  his  amours ;  insomuch,  that  when  his  horse  was 
seen  tied  to  Van  Tassel's  palings,  on  a  Sunday  night,  a 
sure  sign  that  his  master  was  courting,  or,  as  it  is  termed, 
"  sparking"  within,  all  other  suitors  passed  by  in  despair 
and  carried  the  war  into  other  quarters.  \/ 

Such  was  the  formidable  rival  with  whom  Ichabod 
Crane  had  to  contend,  and  considering  all  things,  a 
stouter  man  than  he  would  have  shrunk  from  the  com- 
petition, and  a  wiser  man  would  have  despaired.  He 
had,  however,  a  happy  mixture  of  pliability  and  per- 
sev^erance  in  his  nature ;  he  was  in  form  and  spirit  like  a 
sup^e-jack — yielding,  but  tough ;  though  he  bent,  he 
never  broke ;  and  though  he  bowed  beneath  the  slightest 
pressure,  yet,  the  moment  it  was  away — jerk ! — he  was 
as  erect,  and  carried  his  head  as  high  as  ever. 

To  have  taken  the  field  openly  against  his  rival  would 
have  been  madness ;  for  he  was  not  a  man  to  be  thwarted 
in  his  amours,  any  more  than  that  stormy  lover  Achilles. 
Ichabod,  therefore,  made  his  advances  in  a  quieflind 
gently -insinuating  manner.  Under  cover  of  his  character 
of  singing-master,  he  made  frequent  visits  at  the  farm- 
house ;  not  that  he  had  anything  to  apprehend  from  the 
meddlesome  interference  of  parents,  which  is  so  often  a 
stumbling-block  in  the  path  of  lovers.  Bait  Van  Tassel 
was  an  easy  indulgent  soul ;  he  loved  his  daughter  better 
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even  than  his  pipe,  and  like  a  reasonable  man,  and  an 
excellent  father,  let  her  have  her  way  in  everything.  His 
notable  little  wife,  too,  had  enough  to  do  to  attend  to  her 
housekeeping  and  manage  the  poultry ;  for,  as  she  sagely 
observed,  ducks  and  geese  are  foolish  things,  and  must 
be  looked  after,  but  girls  can  take  care  of  themselves. 
Thus,  while  the  busy  dame  bustled  about  the  house,  or 
plied  her  spinning-wheel  at  one  end  of  the  piazza,  honest 
Bait  would  sit  smoking  his  evening  pipe  at  the  other, 
watching  the  achievements  of  a  little  wooden  warrior, 
who,  armed  with  a  sword  in  each  hand,  was  most  vali- 
antly fighting  the  wind  on  the  pinnacle  of  the  barn.  In 
the  meantime,  Ichabod  would  carry  on  his  suit  with  the 
daughter  by  the  side  of  the  spring  under  the  great  elm, 
or  sauntering  along  in  the  twilight,  that  hour  so  favour- 
able to  the  lover's  eloquence. 

I  profess  not  to  know  how  women's  hearts  are  wooed 
and  won.  To  me  they  have  always  been  matters  of 
riddle  and  admiration.  Some  seem  to  have  but  one 
vulnerable  point,  or  door  of  access  ;  while  others  have  a 
thousand  avenues,  and  may  be  captured  in  a  thousand 
different  ways.  It  is  a  great  triumph  of  skill  to  gain  the 
former,  but  a  still  greater  proof  of  generalship  to  main- 
tain possession  of  the  latter,  for  a  man  must  battle  for 
his  fortress  at  every  door  and  window.  He  that  wins  a 
thousand  common  hearts,  is  therefore  entitled  to  some 
renown ;  but  he  who  keeps  undisputed  sway  over  the 
heart  of  a  coquette  is  indeed  a  hero.  Certain  it  is,  this 
was  not  the  case  with  the  redoubtable  Brom  Bones ;  and 
from  the  moment  Ichabod  Crane  made  his  advances,  the 
interests  of  the  former  evidently  declined  ;  his  horse  was 
no  longer  seen  tied  at  the  palings  on  Sunday  nights,  and 
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a  deadly  feud  gradually  arose  between  him  and  the  pre- 
ceptor of  Sleepy  Hollow,    y 

Brom,  who  had  a  degree  of  rough  chivalry  in  his 
nature,  would  fain  have  carried  matters  to  open  warfare, 
and  settled  their  pretensions  to  the  lady,  according  to  the 
mode  of  the  most  concise  and  simple  reasoners,  the 
knights-errant  of  yore — by  single  combat ;  but  Ichabod 
was  too  conscious  of  the  superior  might  of  his  adversary 
to  enter  the  lists  against  him ;  he  had  overheard  the 
boast  of  Bones  that  he  would  "  double  the  schoolmaster 
up,  and  put  him  on  a  shelf,"  and  he  was  too  wary  to  give 
him  an  opportunity.  There  was  something  extremely 
provoking  in  this  obstinately  pacific  system  ;  it  left  Brom 
no  alternative  but  to  draw  upon  the  funds  of  rustic 
waggery  in  his  disposition,  and  to  play  off  boorish  prac- 
tical jokes  upon  his  rival.  Ichabod  became  the  object  of 
whimsical  persecutions  to  Bones  and  his  gang  of  rough 
riders.  They  harried  his  hitherto  peaceful  domains; 
smoked  out  his  singing-school  by  stopping  up  the  chim- 
ney ;  broke  into  the  school-house  at  night,  in  spite  of  its 
formidable  fastenings  of  withe  and  window-stakes,  and 
turned  everything  topsy-turvy ;  so  that  the  poor  school- 
master began  to  think  all  the  witches  in  the  country  held 
their  meetings  there.  But  what,  was  the  more  annoying, 
Brom  took  all  opportunities  of  turning  him  into  ridicule 
in  presence  of  his  mistress,  and  had  a  scoundrel  dog 
whom  he  taught  to  whine  in  the  most  ludicrous  manner, 
and  introduced  as  a  rival  of  Ichabod 's,  to  instruct  her  in 
psalmody. 

In  this  way,  matters  went  on  for  some  time,  without 
producing  any  material  effect  on  the  relative  situations  of 
the  contending  powers.     On  a  fine  autumnal  afternoon, 
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Ichabod,  in  pensive  mood,  sat  enthroned  on  the  lofty  stool 
from  whence  he  usually  -svatched  all  the  concerns  of  his 
literary  realm.  In  his  hand  he  swa^^ed  a  ferule,  that 
sceptre  of  despotic  power ;  the  birch  of  justice  reposed  on 
three  nails,  behind  the  throne,  a  constant  terror  to  evil 
doers;  while  on  the  desk  before  him  might  be  seen 
sundry  contraband  articles  and  prohibited  weapons,  de- 
tected upon  the  persons  of  idle  urchins ;  such  as  half- 
munched  apples,  popguns,  whirligigs,  fly-cages,  and  whole 
legions  of  rampant  little  paper  game-cocks.  Apparently 
there  had  been  some  appalling  act  of  justice  recently 
inflicted,  for  the  scholars  were  all  busily  intent  upon  their 
books,  or  slyly  whispering  behind  them  with  one  eye 
kept  upon  the  master ;  and  a  kind  of  buzzing  stillness 
reigned  throughout  the  schoolroom.  It  was  suddenly 
interrupted  by  the  appearance  of  a  negro  in  tow-cloth 
jacket  and  trowsers,  a  round  crowned  fragment  of  a  hat, 
like  the  cap  of  Mercury,  and  mounted  on  the  back  of  a 
ragged,  wild,  half -broken  colt,  which  he  managed  with  a 
rope  by  way  of  halter.  He  came  clattering  up  to  the 
school-door  with  an  invitation  to  Ichabod  to  attend  a 
merry-making,  or  "  quilting-frolic,"  to  be  held  that 
evening  at  Mynheer  Van  Tassel's  ;  and  having  delivered 
his  message  with  that  air  of  importance,  an  effort  at  fine 
language,  which  a  negro  is  apt  to  display  on  petty  em- 
bassies of  the  kind,  he  dashed  over  the  brook,  and  was 
seen  scampering  away  up  the  hollow,  full  of  the  import- 
ance and  hurry  of  his  mission. 

All  was  now  bustle  and  hubbub  in  the  late  quiet  school- 
room. The  scholars  were  hurried  through  their  lessons, 
without  stopping  at  trifles ;  those  who  were  nimble, 
skipped  over  half  with  impunity,  and  those  who  were 
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tardy,  had  a  smart  application  now  and  then  in  the  rear, 
to  quicken  their  speed,  or  help  them  over  a  tall  word. 
Books  were  flung  aside,  without  being  put  away  on  the 
shelves ;  inkstands  were  overturned,  benches  thrown 
down,  and  the  whole  school  was  turned  loose  an  hour 
before  the  usual  time;  bursting  forth  like  a  legion  of 
young  imps,  yelping  and  racketing  about  the  green,  in 
joy  at  their  early  emancipation.      L^ 

The  gallant  Ichabod  now  spent  at  least  an  extra  half- 
hour  at  his  toilet,  brushing  and  furbishing  up  his  best,  and 
indeed  only  suit  of  rusty  black,  and  arranging  his  looks 
by  a  bit  of  broken  looking-glass  that  hung  up  in  the 
school-house.  That  he  might  make  his  appearance  before 
his  mistress  in  the  true  style  of  a  cavalier,  he  borrowed  a 
horse  from  the  farmer  with  whom  he  was  domiciliated,  a 
chole^c  old  Dutchman,  of  the  name  of  Hans  Van  Ripper, 
and  thus  gallantly  mounted,  issued  forth  like  a  knight- 
errant  in  quest  of  adventures.  But  it  is  meet  I  should, 
in  the  true  spirit  of  romantic  story,  give  some  account  of 
the  looks  and  equipments  of  my  hero  and  his  steed.  The 
animal  he  bestrode  was  a  broken-down  plough-horse, 
that  had  outlived  almost  everything  but  his  viciousness. 
He  was  gaunt  and  shagged,  with  a  ewe  neck  and  a  head 
like  a  hammer;  his  rusty  mane  and  tail  were  tangled 
and  knotted  with  burrs  ;  one  eye  had  lost  its  pupil,  and 
was  glaring  and  spectral,  but  the  other  had  the  gleam  of 
a  genuine  devil  in  it.  Still  he  must  have  had  fire  and 
mettle  in  his  day,  if  we  may  judge  from  his  name,  which 
was  Gunpowder.  He  had,  in  fact,  been  a  favourite  steed 
of  his  master's,  the  choleric  Van  Ripper,  who  was  a 
furious  rider,  and  had  infused,  very  probably,  some  of  his 
own  spirit  into  the  animal ;  for,  old  and  broken-down  as 
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he  looked,  there  was  more  of  the  lurking  devil  in  him 
than  in  any  young  filly  in  the  country. 

Ichabod  was  a  suitable  figure  for  such  a  steed.  He 
rode  with  short  stirrups,  which  brought  his  knees  nearly 
up  to  the  ponjmel  of  the  saddle :  his  sharp  elbows  stuck 
out  like  grasshoppers' ;  he  carried  his  whip  perpendicularly 
in  his  hand,  like  a  sceptre,  and  as  the  horse  jogged  on, 
the  motion  of  his  arms  was  not  unlike  the  flapping  of  a 
pair  of  wings.  A  small  wool  hat  rested  on  the  top  of  his 
nose,  for  so  his  scanty  strip  of  forehead  might  be  called, 
and  the  skirts  of  his  black  coat  fluttered  out  almost  to 
the  horse's  tail.  Such  was  the  appearance  of  Ichabod 
and  his  steed  as  they  shambled  out  of  the  gate  of  Hans 
Van  Ripper,  and  it  was  altogether  such  an  apparition  as 
is  seldom  to  be  met  with  in  broad  daylight. 

It  was,  as  I  have  said,  a  fine  autumnal  day ;  the  sky 
was  clear  and  serene,  and  nature  wore  that  rich  and 
golden  livery  which  we  always  associate  with  the  idea  of 
abundance.  The  forests  had  put  on  their  sober  brown 
and  yellow,  while  some  trees  of  tlie  tenderer  kind  have 
been  nipped  by  the  frosts  into  brilliant  dyes  of  orange, 
purple,  and  scarlet.  Streaming  files  of  wild  ducks  began 
to  make  their  appearance  high  in  the  air ;  the  bark  of 
the  squirrel  might  be  heard  from  the  groves  of  beech  and 
hickory-nuts,  and  the  pensive  whistle  of  the  quail  at 
intervals  from  the  neighbouring  stubble  field. 

The  small  birds  were  taking  their  farewell  banquets. 
In  the  fullness  of  their  revelry,  they  fluttered,  chirping 
and  frolicking,  from  bush  to  bush,  and  tree  to  tree, 
capricious  from  the  very  profusion  and  variety  around 
them.     There  was  the  honest  cockrobin,  the  favourite 
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game  of  stripling  sportsmen,  with  its  loud  qugrulous  note, 
and  the  twittering  blackbirds  flying  in  sable  clouds ;  and 
the  golden-winged  woodpecker,  with  his  crimson  crest, 
his  broad  black  gorget,  and  splendid  plumage ;  and  the 
cedar-bird,  \vith  its  red-tipt  wings  and  yellow-tipt  tail 
and  its  little  monteiro  cap  of  feathers ;  and  the  blue  jay, 
that  noisy  coxcomb,  in  his  gay  light  blue  coat  and  white 
underclothes,  screaming  and  chattering,  nodding,  and 
bobbing,  and  bowing,  and  pretending  to  be  on  good  terms 
with  every  songster  of  the  grove. 

As  Ichabod  jogged  slowly  on  his  way,  his  eye,  ever 
open  to  every  sympton  of  culinary  abundance,  ranged 
with  delight  over  the  treasures  of  jolly  autumn.  On  all 
sides  he  beheld  vast  stores  of  apples,  some  hanging  in 
oppressive  opulence  on  the  trees ;  some  gathered  into 
baskets  and  barrels  for  the  market ;  others  heaped  up  in 
rich  piles  for  the  cider-press.  Farther  on  he  beheld  great 
fields  of  Indian  corn,  with  its  golden  ears  peeping  from 
their  leafy  coverts,  and  holding  out  the  promise  of  cakes 
and  hasty-pudding ;  and  the  yellow  pumpkins  lying 
beneath  them;  turning  up  their  fair  round  bellies  to  the 
sun,  and  giving  ample  prospects  of  the  most  luxurious  of 
pies ;  and  anon  he  passed  the  fragrant  buckwheat  fields 
breathing  the  odour  of  the  beehive ;  and  as  he  beheld 
them,  soft  anticipations  stole  over  his  mind  of  dainty 
slap-jacks,  well-buttered,  and  garnished  with  honey  or 
treacle,  by  the  delicate  little  dimpled  hand  of  Katrina 
Van  Tassel.      X/ 

Thus  feeding  his  mind  with  many  sweet  thoughts  and 
"  sugared  suppositions,"  he  journeyed  along  the  sides  of  a 
range  of  hills  which  look  out  upon  some  of  the  goodliest 
scenes  of  the  mighty  Hudson.    The  sun  gradually  wheeled 
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his  broad  disk  down  in  the  west.  The  wide  bosom  of  the 
Tappan  Zee  lay  motionless  and  glassy,  excepting  that 
here  and  there  a  gentle  undulation  waved  and  prolonged 
the  blue  shadow  of  the  distant  mountain.  A  few  amber 
clouds  floated  in  the  sky,  without  a  breath  of  air  to  move 
them.  The  horizon  was  of  a  fine  golden  tint,  changing 
gradually  into  a  pure  apple  green,  and  from  that  into  the 
deep  blue  of  the  mid-heaven.  A  slanting  ray  lingered 
on  the  woody  crests  of  the  precipices  that  overhung  some 
parts  of  the  river,  giving  greater  depth  to  the  dark  gray 
and  purple  of  their  rocky  sides.  A  sloop  was  loitering 
in  the  distance,  dropping  slowly  down  with  the  tide,  her 
sail  hanging  uselessly  against  the  mast,  and  as  the 
reflection  of  the  sky  gleamed  along  the  still  water,  it 
seemed  as  if  the  vessel  was  suspended  in  the  air. 

It  was  toward  evening  that  Ichabod  arrived  at  the 
castle  of  the  Herr  Van  Tassel,  which  he  found  thronged 
with  the  pride  and  flower  of  the  adjacent  country.  Old 
farmers,  a  spare  leathern-faced  race,  in  homespun  coats 
and  breeches,  blue  stockings,  huge  shoes,  and  magnificent 
pewter  buckles.  Their  brisk,  withered  little  dames,  in 
close  crimped  caps,  long-waisted  gowns,  homespun  petti- 
coats, with  scissors  and  pin-cushions,  and  gay  calico 
pockets  hanging  on  the  outside.  Buxom  lasses,  almost 
as  antiquated  as  their  mothers,  excepting  where  a  straw 
hat,  a  fine  ribbon,  or  perhaps  a  white  frock,  gave 
symptoms  of  city  innovations.  The  sons,  in  short  square 
skirted  coats,  and  rows  of  stupendous  brass  buttons,  and 
their  hair  generally  queued  in  the  fashion  of  the  times, 
especially  if  they  could  procure  an  eelskin  for  the  purpose, 
it  being  esteemed  throughout  the  country  as  a  potent 
nourisher  and  strengthener  of  the  hair. 
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Brom  Bones,  however,  was  the  hero  of  the  scene,  having 
come  to  the  gathering  on  his  favourite  steed,  Daredevil, 
a  creature,  Hke  himself,  full  of  mettle  and  mischief,  and 
which  no  one  but  himself  could  manage.  He  was,  in  fact, 
noted  for  preferring  vicious  animals,  given  to  all  kinds 
of  tricks  which  kept  the  rider  in  constant  risk  of  his 
neck,  for  he  held  a  tractable,  well-broken  horse  as 
unworthy  of  a  lad  of  spirit. 

Fain  would  I  pause  to  dwell  upon  the  world  of  charms 
that  burst  upon  the  enraptured  gaze  of  my  hero,  as  he 
entered  the  state  parlour  of  Van  Tassel's  mansion.  Not 
those  of  the  bevy  of  buxom  lasses,  with  their  luxurious 
display  of  red  and  white ;  but  the  ample'  charms  of  a 
genuine  Dutch  country  tea-table,  in  the  sumptuous  time 
of  autumn.  Such  heaped-up  platters  of  cakes  of  various 
and  almost  indescribable  kinds,  known  only  to  experi- 
enced Dutch  housewives !  There  was  the  doughty 
doughnut,  the  tender  olykoek,  and  the  crisp  and  crumb- 
ling cruller ;  sweet  cakes  and  short  cakes,  ginger  cakes 
and  honey  cakes,  and  the  whole  family  of  cakes.  And 
then  there  were  apple  pies,  and  pumpkin  pies ;  besides 
slices  of  ham  and  smoked  beef ;  and  moreover  delectable 
dishes  of  preserved  plums,  and  peaches,  and  pears,  and 
quinces ;  not  to  mention  broiled  shad  and  roasted 
chickens;  together  with  bowls  of  milk  and  cream,  all 
mingled  higgledy-piggledy,  pretty  much  as  I  have 
enumerated  them,  with  the  motherly  tea-pot  sending  up 
its  clouds  of  vapour  from  the  midst — Heaven  bless  the 
mark  !  I  want  breath  and  time  to  discuss  this  banquet 
as  it  deserves,  and  am  too  eager  to  get  on  with  my  story. 
Happily,  Ichabod  Crane  was  not  in  so  great  a  hurry  as 
his  historian,  but  did  ample  justice  to  every  dainty. ' 
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He  Avas  a  kind  and  thankful  creature,  ^vhose  heart 
dilated  in  proportion  as  his  skin  was  filled  with  good 
cheer,  and  whose  spirits  rose  with  eating,  as  some  men's 
do  with  drink.  He  could  not  help,  too,  rolling  his  large 
eyes  round  him  as  he  ate,  and  chuckling  with  the  possi- 
bilit}^  that  he  might  one  day  be  lord  of  all  tliis  scene  of 
almost  unimaginable  luxur}^  and  splendour.  Then,  he 
thought,  how  soon  he'd  turn  his  back  upon  the  old 
school-house ;  snap  his  fingers  in  the  face  of  Hans  Van 
Ripper,  and  every  other  niggardly  patron,  and  kick  any 
itinerant.pedagogue  out  of  doors  that  should  dare  to  call 
him  comrade ! 

Old  Baltus  Van  Tassel  moved  about  among  his  guests 
with  a  face  dilated  with  content  and  good-humour,  round 
and  jollj^  as  the  harvest  moon.  His  hospitable  attentions 
were  brief,  but  expressive,  being  confined  to  a  shake  of 
the  hand,  a  slap  on  the  shoulder,  a  loud  laugh,  and  a 
pressing  in\atation  to  "  fall  to,  and  help  themselves." 

And  now  the  sound  of  the  music  from  the  common 
room,  or  hall,  summoned  to  the  dance.  The  musician 
was  an  old  gray-headed  negro,  who  had  been  the 
itinerant  orchestra  of  the  neighbourhood  for  more  than 
half  a  century.  His  instrument  was  as  old  and  battered 
as  himself.  The  greater  part  of  the  time  he  scraped 
away  on  two  or  three  strings,  accompanying  every  move- 
ment of  the  bow  with  a  motion  of  the  head ;  bowing 
almost  to  the  ground,  and  stamping  with  his  foot  when- 
ever a  fresh  couple  were  to  start.    , 

Ichabod  prided  himself  upon  his  dancing  as  much  as 
upon  his  vocal  powers.  Not  a  limb,  not  a  fibre  about  him 
was  idle ;  and  to  have  seen  his  loosely  hung  frame  in  full 


48  WASHINGTON   IRVING. 

motion,  and  clattering  about  the  room,  you  would  have 
thought  St.  Vitus  himself,  that  blessed  patron  of  the 
dance,  was  figuring  before  you  in  person.  He  was  the 
admiration  of  all  the  negroes ;  who,  having  gathered,  of 
all  ages  and  sizes,  from  the  farm  and  the  neighbourhood, 
stood  forming  a  pyramid  of  shining  black  faces  at  every 
door  and  window  ;  gazing  with  delight  at  the  scene ; 
rolling  their  white  eye-balls ;  and  showing  grinning  rows 
of  ivory  from  ear  to  ear.  How  could  the  flogger  of 
urchins  be  otherwise  than  animated  and  joyous  ?  the 
lady  of  his  heart  was  his  partner  in  the  dance,  and 
smiling  graciously  in  reply  to  all  his  amourous  oglings ; 
while  Brom  Bones,  sorely  smitten  with  love  and  jealousy, 
sat  brooding  by  himself  in  one  corner. 

When  the  dance  was  at  an  end,  Ichabod  was  attracted 
to  a  knot  of  the  sager  folks,  who,  with  Old  Van  Tassel, 
sat  smoking  at  one  end  of  the  piazza,  gossiping  over 
former  times,  and  drawling  out  long  stories  about  the 
war. 

This  neighbourhood,  at  the  time  of  which  I  am 
speaking,  was  one  of  those  highly  favoured  places  which 
abound  with  chronicle  and  great  men.  The  British  and 
American  line  had  run  near  it  during  the  war ;  it  had, 
therefore,  been  the  scene  of  marauding,  and  infested  with 
refugees,  cow-boys,  and  all  kinds  of  border  chivalry. 
Just  sufficient  time  had  elapsed  to  enable  each  story- 
teller to  dress  up  his  tale  with  a  little  becoming  fiction, 
and,  in  the  indistinctness  of  his  recollection,  to  make 
himself  the  hero  of  every  exploit. 

There  was  the  story  of  Doffue  Martling,  a  large  blue- 
bearded  Dutchman,  who   had   nearly   taken   a   British 
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frigate  with  an  old  iron  nine-pounder  from  a  mud 
breastwork,  only  that  his  gun  burst  at  the  sixth  dis- 
charge. And  there  was  an  old  gentleman  who  shall  be 
nameless,  being  too  rich  a  mynheer  to  be  lightly 
mentioned,  who  in  the  battle  of  Whiteplains,  being  an 
excellent  master  of  defence,  parried  a  musket-ball  with  a 
small  sword,  insomuch  that  he  absolutely  felt  it  whiz 
round  the  blade,  and  glance  off  at  the  hilt ;  in  proof  of 
which  he  was  ready  at  any  time  to  show  the  sword,  with 
the  hilt  a  little  bent.  There  were  several  more  that  had 
been  equally  great  in  the  field,  not  one  of  whom  but  was 
persuaded  that  he  had  a  considerable  hand  in  bringing 
the  war  to  a  happy  termination. 

But  all  these  were  nothing  to  the  tales  of  ghosts  and 
apparitions  that  succeeded.  The  neighbourhood  is  rich 
in  legendary  treasures  of  the  kind.  Local  tales  and 
superstitions  thrive  best  in  these  sheltered,  long-settled 
retreats;  but  are  trampled  under  foot  by  the  shifting 
throng  that  forms  the  population  of  most  of  our  country 
places.  Besides,  there  is  no  encouragement  for  ghosts  in 
most  of  our  villages,  for  they  have  scarcely  had  time  to 
finish  their  first  nap,  and  turn  themselves  in  their  graves, 
before  their  surviving  friends  have  travelled  away  from 
the  neighbourhood ;  so  that  when  they  turn  out  at  night 
to  walji  their  rounds,  they  have  no  acquaintance  left  to 
call  upon.  This  is  perhaps  the  reason  why  we  so  seldom 
hear  of  ghosts  except  in  our  long-established  Dutch 
communities. 

The  immediate  cause,  however,  of  the  prevalence  of 
supernatural  stories  in  these  parts,  was  doubtless  owing 
to  the  vicinity  of  Sleep}^  Hollow.  There  was  a  contagion 
in  the  very  air  that  blew  from  that  haunted  region;  it 
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breathed  forth  an  atmosphere  of  dreams  and  fancies 
infecting  all  the  land.  Several  of  the  Sleepy  Hollow- 
people  were  present  at  Van  Tassel's,  and,  as  usual,  were 
doling  out  their  wild  and  wonderful  legends.  Many- 
dismal  tales  were  told  about  funeral  trains,  and  mourning 
cries  and  wailings  heard  and  seen  about  the  great  tree 
where  the  unfortunate  Major_Andr^  was  taken,  and 
which  stood  in  the  neighbourhood.  Some  mention  was 
made  also  of  the  woman  in  white,  that  haunted  the 
dark  glen  at  Raven  Rock,  and  was  often  heard  to  shriek 
on  winter  nights  before  a  storm,  having  perished  there 
in  the  snow.  The  chief  part  of  the  stories,  however, 
turned  upon  the  favourite  spectre  of  Sleepy  Hollow,  the 
headless  horseman,  who  had  been  heard  several  times  of 
late,  patrolling  the  country ;  and  it  is  said,  tethered  his 
horse  nightly  among  the  graves  in  the  churchyard.      / 

The  sequestered  situation  of  this  church  seems  always 
to  have  made  it  a  favourite  haunt  of  troubled  spirits.  It 
stands  on  a  knoll,  surrounded  by  locust-trees  and  lofty 
elms,  from  among  wdiicli  its  decent,  whitewashed  walls 
shine  modestly  forth,  like  Christian  purity,  beaming 
through  the  shades  of  retirement.  A  gentle  slope 
descends  from  it  to  a  silver  sheet  of  water,  bordered 
by  high  trees,  between  which,  peeps  may  be  caught  at 
the  blue  hills  of  the  Hudson.  To  look  upon  its  grass- 
grown  yard,  where  the  sunbeams  seem  to  sleep  so 
quietly,  one  would  think  that  there  at  least  the  dead 
might  rest  in  peace.  On  one  side  of  the  church  extends 
a  wide  woody  dell,  along  which  raves  a  large  brook 
among  broken  rocks  and  trunks  of  fallen  trees.  Over  a 
deep  black  part  of  the  stream,  not  far  from  the  church, 
was  formerly  thrown  a  wooden  bridge ;  the  road  that  led 
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to  it,  and  the  bridge  itself,  were  thickly  shaded  by  over- 
hanging trees,  which  cast  a  gloom  about  it,  even  in  the 
day-time,  but  occasioned  a  fearful  darkness  at  night. 
Such  was  one  of  the  favourite  haunts  of  the  headless 
horseman,  and  the  place  where  he  was  most  frequently 
encountered.  The  tale  was  told  of  old  Brouwer,  a  most 
heretical  disbeliever  in  ghosts,  how  he  met  the  horseman 
returning  from  his  foray  into  Sleepy  Hollow,  and  was 
obliged  to  get  up  behind  him ;  how  they  galloped  over 
bush  and  brake,  over  hill  and  swamp,  until  they  reached 
the  bridge ;  when  the  horseman  suddenly  turned  into  a 
skeleton,  threw  old  Brouwer  into  the  brook,  and  sprang 
away  over  the  tree-tops  with  a  clap  of  thunder. 

This  story  was  immediately  matched  by  a  thrice 
marvellous  adventure  of  Brom  Bones,  who  made  light  of 
the  galloping  Hessian  as  an  aj-rant Jockey.  He  affirmed, 
that  on  returning  one  night  from  the  neighbouring 
village  of  Sing  Sing,  he  had  been  overtaken  by  a  mid- 
night trooper ;  that  he  had  offered  to  race  him  for  a  bowl 
of  punch,  and  should  have  won  it  too,  for  Daredevil  beat 
the  goblin  horse  all  hollow,  but  just  as  they  came  to  the 
church  bridge,  the  Hessian  bolted,  and  vanished  in  a 
flash  oFfire. 

All  these  tales,  told  in  that  drowsy  undertone  with 
which  men  talk  in  the  dark,  the  countenances  of  the 
listeners  only  now  and  then  receiving  a  casual  gleam 
from  the  glare  of  a  pipe,  sunk  deep  in  the  mind  of 
Ichabod.  He  repaid  them  in  kind  with  large  extracts 
from  his  invaluable  author,  Cotton  Mather,  and  added 
many  marvellous  events  that  had  taken  place  in  his 
native  State  of  Connecticut,  and  fearful  sights  which  he 
had  seen  in  his  nightly  walks  about  Sleepy  Hollow. 
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The  revel  now  gradually  broke  up.  The  old  farmers 
gathered  together  their  families  in  their  wagons,  and 
were  heard  for  some  time  rattling  along  the  hollow  roads, 
and  over  the  distant  hills.  Some  of  the  damsels  mounted 
on  pillions  behind  their  favourite  swains,  and  their  light- 
liearted  lauo^hter  mingling  with  the  clattering  of  hoofs, 
echoed  along  the  silent  woodlands,  sounding  fainter  and 
fainter,  until  they  gi-adually  died  away — and  the  late 
scene  of  noise  and  frolic  was  all  silent  and  deserted. 
Ichabod  only  lingered  behind,  according  to  the  custom  p 
of  country  lovers,  to  have  a  tfits^-tete  with  the  heiress ;  • 
fully  convinced  that  he  was  now  on  the  high  road  to 
success.  What  passed  at  this  interview  I  will  not  pre- 
tend to  say,  for  in  fact  I  do  not  know.  Something, 
however,  I  fear  me,  must  have  gone  wrong,  for  he  cer- 
tainly sallied  forth,  after  no  very  great  interval,  with  an  ^ 
air  quite  desolate  and  chajpfallen — Oh,  these  women !  , 
these  women !  Could  that  girl  have  been  playing  off 
any  of  her  coquettish  tricks  ? — Was  lier  encouragement 
of  the  poor  pedagogue  all  a  mere  sham  to  secure  her 
conquest  of  his  rival  ? — Heaven  only  knows,  not  I ! — Let 
it  suffice  to  say,  Ichabod  stole  forth  with  tlie  air  of  one 
who  had  been  sacking  a  henroost,  rather  than  a  fair 
lady's  heart.  Without  looking  to  the  right  or  left  to 
notice  tiie  scene  of  rural  wealth,  on  which  he  had  so  often 
gloated,  he  went  straight  to  the  stable,  and  with  several 
liearty  cuffs  and  kicks  roused  his  steed  most  uncourte- 
ously  from  the  comfortable  quarters  in  which  lie  was 
soundly  sleeping,  dreaming  of  mountains  of  corn  and 
oats,  and  whole  valleys  of  timothy  and  clover. 

It  was  the  very  witching  hour  of  night  that  Ichabod, 
heavy-hearted  and  crest-fallen,  pursued  his  travel  home- 
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wards,  along  the  sides  of  the  lofty  hills  which  rise  above 
Tarry  Town,  and  which  he  had  traversed  so  cheerily  in 
the  afternoon.  The  hour  was  as  dismal  as  himself.  Far 
below  him  the  Tappan  Zee  spread  its  dusky  and  indis- 
tinct waste  of  waters,  with  here  and  there  the  tall  mast 
of  a  sloop,  riding  quietly  at  anchor  under  the  land.  In 
the  dead  hush  of  midnight,  he  could  even  hear  the  bark- 
ing of  the  watch -dog  from  the  opposite  shore  of  the 
Hudson ;  but  it  was  so  vague  and  faint  as  only  to  give 
an  idea  of  his  distance  from  this  faithful  companion  of 
man.  Now  and  then,  too,  the  long-drawn  crowing  of  a 
cock,  accidentally  awakened,  would  sound  far,  far  off, 
from  some  farmhouse  away  among  the  hills — but  it  was 
like  a  dreaming  sound  in  his  ear.  No  sign  of  life  occurred 
near  him,  but  occasionally  the  melancholy  chirp  of  a 
cricket,  or  perhaps  the  guttural  twang  of  a  bull-frog  from 
a  neighbouring  marsh,  as  if  sleeping  uncomfortably,  and 
turning  suddenly  in  his  bed.  /, 

All  the  stories  of  ghosts  and  goblins  that  he  had  heard 
in  the  afternoon,  now  came  crowding  upon  his  recollec- 
tion.— The  night  grew  darker  and  darker;  the  stars 
seemed  to  sink  deeper  in  the  sky,  and  driving  clouds 
occasionally  hid  them  from  his  sight.  He  had  never  felt 
so  lonely  and  dismal.  He  was,  moreover,  approaching 
the  very  place  where  many  of  the  scenes  of  the  ghost 
stories  had  been  laid.  In  the  centre  of  the  road  stood  an 
enormous  tulip  tree,  which  towered  like  a  giant  above  all 
the  other  trees  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  formed  a  kind 
of  landmark.  Its  limbs  were  gnarled  and  fantastic,  large 
enough  to  form  trunks  for  ordinary  trees,  twisting  down 
almost  to  the  earth,  and  rising  again  into  the  air.  It 
was  connected  with  the  tragical  story  of  the  unfortunate 


54  WASHINGTON    IRVING. 

Andr^,  who  had  been  taken  prisoner  hard  by,  and  was 
universally  known  by  the  name  of  Major  Andre's  tree. 
The  common  people  regarded  it  with  a  mixture  of 
respect  and  superstition,  partly  out  of  sympathy  for 
the  fate  of  its  ill-starred  namesake,  and  partly  from  the 
tales  of  strange  sights,  and  doleful  lamentations,  told 
concerning  it. 

As  Ichabod  approached  this  fearful  tree,  he  began  to 
whistle ;  he  thought  his  whistle  was  answered :  it  was 
but  a  blast  sweeping  sharply  through  the  dry  branches. 
As  he  approached  a  little  nearer,  he  thought  he  saw 
something  white  hanging  in  the  midst  of  the  tree ;  he 
paused,  and  ceased  whistling;  but,  on  looking  more 
narrowly,  perceived  that  it  was  a  place  where  the  tree 
had  been  scathed  by  lightning,  and  the  white  wood  laid 
bare.  Suddenly  he  heard  a  groan — his  teeth  chattered, 
and  his  knees  smote  against  the  saddle :  it  was  but  the 
rubbing  of  one  huge  bough  upon  another,  as  they  were 
swayed  about  by  the  breeze.  He  passed  the  tree  in 
safety,  but  new  perils  lay  before  him. 

About  two  hundred  yards  from  the  tree,  a  small  brook 
crossed  the  road,  and  ran  into  a  marshy  and  thickly- 
wooded  glen,  known  by  the  name  of  Wiley's  Swamp.  A 
few  rough  logs  laid  side  by  side,  served  for  a  bridge  over 
this  stream.  On  that  side  of  the  road  where  the  brook 
entered  the  wood,  a  group  of  oaks  and  chestnuts,  matted 
thick  with  wild  grape-vines,  threw  a  cavernous  gloom 
over  it.  To  pass  this  bridge  was  the  severest  trial.  It 
was  at  this  identical  spot  that  the  unfortunate  Andrd 
was  captured,  and  under  the  covert  of  those  chestnuts 
and  vines  were  the  sturdy  yeomen  concealed  who  sur- 
prised  him.     This  has    ever    since    been   considered   a 
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haunted  stream,  and  fearful  are  the  f eehngs  of  a  school- 
boy who  has  to  pass  it  alone  after  dark. 

As  he  approached  the  stream,  his  heart  began  to  thump; 
he  summoned  up,  however,  all  his  resolution,  gave  his 
horse  half  a  score  of  kicks  in  the  ribs,  and  attempted  to 
dash  briskly  across  the  bridge ;  but  instead  of  starting 
forward,  the  perverse  old  animal  made  a  lateral  move- 
ment, and  ran  broadside  against  the  fence.  Ichabod, 
whose  fears  increased  with  the  delay,  jerked  the  reins  on 
the  other  side,  and  kicked  lustly  with  the  contrary  foot : 
it  was  all  in  vain  ;  his  steed  started,  it  is  true,  but  it  was 
only  to  plunge  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  into  a 
thicket  of  brambles  and  alder-bushes.  The  schoolmaster 
now  bestowed  both  whip  and  heel  upon  the  starveling 
ribs  of  old  Gunpowder,  who  dashed  forwards,  snuiBng  and 
snorting,  but  came  to  a  stand  just  by  the  bridge,  with  a 
suddenness  that  had  nearly  sent  his  rider  sprawling  over 
his  head.  Just  at  this  moment  a  splashy  tramp  by  the 
side  of  the  bridge  caught  the  sensitive  ear  of  Ichabod. 
In  the  dark  shadow  of  the  grove,  on  the  margin  of  the 
brook,  he  beheld  something  huge,  misshapen,  black  and 
towering.  It  stirred  not,  but  seemed  gathered  up  in  the 
gloom,  like  some  gigantic  monster  ready  to  spring  upon 
the  traveller. 

The  hair  of  the  affrighted  pedagogue  rose  upon  his 
head  with  terror.  What  was  to*  be  done  ?  To  turn  and 
fly  was  now  too  late  ;  and  besides,  what  chance  was  there 
of  escaping  ghost  or  goblin,  if  such  it  was,  which  could 
ride  upon  the  wings  of  the  wind  ?  Summoning  up,  there- 
fore, a  show  of  courage,  he  demanded  in  stammering 
accents — "Who  are  you?"  He  received  no  reply.  He 
repeated  his  demand  in  a  still  more  agitated  voice.     Still 
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there  was  no  answer.  Once  more  he  cudgelled  the  sides 
of  the  inflexible  Gunpowder,  and  shutting  his  eyes,  broke 
forth  with  involuntary  fervour  into  a  psalm  tune.  Just 
then  the  shadowy  object  of  alarm  put  itself  in  motion, 
and  with  a  scramble  and  a  bound,  stood  at  once  in  the 
middle  of  the  road.  Though  the  night  was  dark  and 
dismal,  yet  the  form  of  the  unknown  might  now  in  some 
degree  be  ascertained.  He  appeared  to  be  a  horseman  of 
large  dimensions,  and  mounted  on  a  black  horse  of 
powerful  frame.  He  made  no  offer  of  molestation  or 
sociability,  but  kept  aloof  on  one  side  of  the  road,  jogging 
along  on  the  blind  side  of  old  Gunpowder,  who  had  now 
got  over  his  fright  and  waywardness. 

Ichabod,  who  had  no  relish  for  this  strange  midnight 
companion,  and  bethought  himself  of  the  adventure  of 
Brom  Bones  with  the  galloping  Hessian,  now  quickened 
his  steed,  in  liopes  of  leaving  him  behind.  The  stranger, 
however,  quickened  his  horse  to  an  equal  pace.  Ichabod 
pulled  up,  and  fell  into  a  walk,  thinking  to  lag  behind 
— the  other  did  the  same.  His  heart  began  to  sink 
within  him ;  he  endeavoured  to  resume  his  psalm  tune, 
but  his  parched  tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth, 
and  he  could  not  utter  a  stave.  There  was  something  in 
the  moody  and  dogged  silence  of  this  pertinacious  com- 
panion that  was  mysterious  and  appalling.  It  was  soon 
fearfully  accounted  for.  On  mounting  a  rising  ground, 
which  brought  the  figure  of  his  fellow-traveller  in  relief 
against  the  sky,  gigantic  in  height,  and  muffled  in  a 
cloak,  Ichabod  was  horror-struck,  on  perceiving  that  he 
was  headless !  but  his  horror  was  still  more  increased,  on 
observing  that  the  head,  which  should  have  rested  on  his 
shoulders,  was  carried  before  him  on  the  pommel  of  his 
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saddle !  His  terror  rose  to  desperation ;  he  rained  a 
shower  of  kicks  and  blows  upon  Gunpowder,  hoping,  by 
a  sudden  movement,  to  give  his  companion  the  slip — but 
the  spectre  started  full  jump  with  him.  Away,  then, 
they  dashed  through  thick  and  thin ;  stones  flying  and 
sparks  flashing  at  every  bound.  Ichabod's  flimsy  gar- 
ments fluttered  in  the  air,  as  he  stretched  his  long  lank 
body  away  over  his  horse's  head,  in  the  eagerness  of  his 
flight. 

They  had  now  reached  the  road  which  turns  off"  to 
Sleepy  Hollow ;  but  Gunpowder,  who  seemed  possessed 
with  a  demon,  instead  of  keeping  up  it,  made  an  opposite 
turn,  and  plunged  headlong  down  hill  to  the  left.  This 
road  leads  through  a  sandy  hollow,  shaded  by  trees  for 
about  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  where  it  crosses  the  bridge 
famous  in  goblin  story ;  and  just  beyond  swells  the  green 
knoll  on  which  stands  the  whitewashed  church.  \/ 

As  yet  the  panic  of  the  steed  had  given  his  unskilful 
rider  an  apparent  advantage  in  the  chase ;  but  just  as  he 
had  got  half  way  through  the  hollow,  the  girths  of  the 
saddle  gave  way,  and  he  felt  it  slipping  from  under  him. 
He  seized  it  by  the  pommel,  and  endeavoured  to  hold  it 
firm,  but  in  vain ;  and  had  just  time  to  save  himself  by 
clasping  old  Gunpowder  round  the  neck,  when  the  saddle 
fell  to  the  earth,  and  he  heard  it  trampled  under  foot  by 
his  pursuer.  For  a  moment  the  terror  of  Hans  Van 
Ripper's  wrath  passed  across  his  mind — for  it  was  his 
Sunday  saddle  ;  but  this  was  no  time  for  petty  fears ; 
the  goblin  was  hard  on  his  haunches;  and  (unskilled 
rider  that  he  was!)  he  had  much  ado  to  maintain  his 
seat;  sometimes  slipping  on  one  side,  sometimes  on 
another,  and  sometimes  jolted  on  the  high  ridge  of  his 
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horse's  backbone,  with  a  violence  that  he  verily  feared 
would  cleave  him  asunder. 

An  opening  in  the  trees  now  cheered  him  with  the 
hopes  that  the  church  bridge  was  at  hand.  The  wavering 
reflection  of  a  silver  star  in  the  bosom  of  the  brook  told 
him  that  he  was  not  mistaken.  He  saw  the  walls  of  the 
church  dimly  glaring  under  the  trees  beyond.  He 
recollected  the  place  where  Brom  Bones'  ghostly  com- 
petitor had  disappeared.  "  If  I  can  but  reach  that 
bridge,"  thought  Ichabod,  "  I  am  safe."  Just  then  he 
heard  the  black  steed  panting  and  blowing  close  behind 
him ;  he  even  fancied  that  he  felt  his  hot  breath.  Another 
convulsive  kick  in  the  ribs,  and  old  Gunpowder  sprung 
upon  the  bridge ;  he  thundered  over  the  resounding 
planks ;  he  gained  the  opposite  side,  and  now  Ichabod 
cast  a  look  behind  to  see  if  his  pursuer  should  vanish, 
according  to  rule,  in  a  flash  of  fire  and  brimstone.  Just 
then  he  saw  the  goblin  rising  in  his  stirrups,  and  in 
the  very  act  of  hurling  his  head  at  him.  Ichabod 
endeavoured  to  dodge  the  horrible  missile,  but  too  late. 
It  encountered  his  cranium  with  a  tremendous  crash — he 
was  tumbled  headlong  into  the  dust,  and  Gunpowder, 
the  black  steed,  and  the  goblin  rider,  passed  by  like  a 
whirlwind. 

The  next  morninof  the  old  horse  was  found  without 
his  saddle,  and  with  the  bridle  under  his  feet,  soberly 
cropping  the  grass  at  his  master's  gate.  Ichabod  did  not 
make  his  appearo-nce  at  breakfast — dinner-hour  came, 
but  no  Ichabod.  The  boys  assembled  at  the  school-house, 
and  strolled  idly  about  the  banks  of  the  brook ;  but  no 
schoolmaster.  Hans  Van  Ripper  now  began  to  feel  some 
uneasiness  about  the  fate  of  poor  Ichabod,  and  his  saddle. 
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An  inquiry  was  set  on  foot,  and  after  diligent  investiga- 
tion they  came  upon  his  traces.  In  one  part  of  the  road 
leading  to  the  church,  was  found  the  saddle  trampled  in 
the  dirt ;  the  tracks  of  horses'  hoofs  deeply  dented  in  the 
road,  and,  evidently  at  furious  speed,  were  traced  to  the 
bridge ,  beyond  which,  on  the  bank  of  a  broad  part  of  the 
brook,  where  the  water  ran  deep  and  black,  was  found 
the  hat  of  the  unfortunate  Ichabod,  and  close  beside  it  a 
shattered  pumpkin. 

The  brook  was  searched,  but  the  body  of  the  school- 
master was  not  to  be  discovered.  Hans  Van  Ripper,  as 
executor  of  his  estate,  examined  the  bundle  which 
contained  all  his  worldly  effects.  They  consisted  of  two 
shirts  and  a  half ;  two  stocks  for  the  neck  ;  a  pair  or  two 
of  worsted  stockings;  an  old  pair  of  corduroy  small- 
clothes ;  a  rusty  razor ;  a  book  of  psalm  tunes  full  of 
dog's  ears ;  and  a  broken  pitch-pipe.  As  to  the  books 
and  furniture  of  the  school-house,  they  belonged  to  the 
community,  excepting  Cotton  Mather's  History  of  Witch- 
craft, a  New  England  Almanac,  and  a  book  of  dreams 
and  fortune- telling ;  in  which  last  was  a  sheet  of  foolscap 
much  scribbled  and  blotted,  by  several  fruitless  attempts 
to  make  a  copy  of  verses  in  honour  of  the  heiress  of  Van 
Tassel.  These  magic  books  and  the  poetic  scrawl  were 
forthwith  consigned  to  the  flames  by  Hans  Van  Ripper; 
who,  from  that  time  forward,  determined  to  send  his 
children  no  more  to  school ;  observing  that  he  never 
knew  any  good  come  of  this  same  reading  and  writing. 
Whatever  money  the  schoolmaster  possessed,  and  he  had 
received  his  quarter's  pay  but  a  day  or  two  before,  he 
must  have  had  about  his  person  at  the  time  of  his 
disappearance. 
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The  mysterious  event  caused  much  speculation  at  the 
churcli  on  the  following  Sunday.  Knots  of  gazers  and 
gossips  were  collected  in  the  churchyard,  at  the  bridge, 
and  at  the  spot  where  the  hat  and  pumpkin  had  been 
found.  The  stories  of  Brouwer,  of  Bones,  and  a  whole 
budget  of  others,  were  called  to  mind  ;  and  when  they 
had  diligently  considered  them  all,  and  compared  them 
with  the  symptoms  of  the  present  case,  they  shook  their 
heads  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that  Ichabod  had  been 
carried  off  by  the  galloping  Hessian.  As  he  was  a 
bachelor,  and  in  nobody's  debt,  nobody  troubled  his  head 
any  more  about  him ;  the  school  was  removed  to  a  dif- 
ferent quarter  of  the  Hollow,  and  another  pedagogue 
reigned  in  his  stead. 

It  is  true  an  old  farmer,  who  had  been  down  to  New 
York  on  a  visit  several  years  after,  and  from  whom  this 
account  of  the  ghostly  adventure  was  received,  brought 
home  the  intelligence  that  Ichabod  Crane  was  still  alive ; 
that  he  had  left  the  neighbourhood  partly  through  fear 
of  the  goblin  and  Hans  Van  Ripper,  and  partly  in  morti- 
fication at  having  been  suddenly  dismissed  by  the  heiress  ; 
that  he  had  changed  his  quarters  to  a  distant  part  of  the 
country  ;  had  kept  school  and  studied  law  at  the  same 
time ;  had  been  admitted  to  the  bar ;  turned  politician ; 
electioneered ;  written  for  the  newspapers  ;  and,  finally, 
had  been  made  a  Justice  of  the  Ten  Pound  Court.  Brom 
Bones,  too,  who,  shortly  after  his  rival's  disappearance, 
conducted  the  blooming  Katrina  in  triumph  to  the  altar, 
was  observed  to  look  exceedingly  knowing  whenever  the 
story  of  Ichabod  was  related,  and  always  burst  into  a 
hearty  laugh  at  the  mention  of  the  pumpkin ;  which  led 
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some  to  suspect  that  lie  knew   more  about  the  matter 
than  he  chose  to  tell. 

The  old  country  wives,  however,  who  are  the  best 
judges  of  these  matters,  maintiiin  to  this  day  that  Iclia- 
bod  was  spirited  away  by  supernatural  means ;  and  it  is 
a  favourite  story  often  told  about  the  neighbourhood 
round  the  winter  evening  fire.  The  bridge  became  more 
than  ever  an  object  of  superstitious  awe ;  and  that  may 
be  the  reason  why  the  road  has  been  altered  of  late 
years,  so  as  to  approach  the  church  by  the  border  of  the 
mill-pond.  The  school-house,  being  deserted,  soon  fell  to 
decay,  and  was  reported  to  be  haunted  by  the  ghost  of 
the  unfortunate  pedagogue ;  and  the  plough-boy,  loiter- 
ing homeward  of  a  still  summer  evening,  has  often 
fancied  his  voice  at  a  distance,  chanting  a  melancholy 
psalm  tune  among  the  tranquil  solitudes  of  Sleepy 
Hollow. 

THE    VOYAGE. 


As  I  saw  the  last  blue  line  of  my  native  land  fade 
away  like  a  cloud  in  the  horizon,  it  seemed  as  if  I  had 
closed  one  volume  of  the  world  and  its  concerns,  and  had 
time  for  meditation,  before  I  opened  another.  That  land, 
too,  now  vanishing  from  my  view,  which  contained  all 
that  was  most  dear  to  me  in  life  ;  what  vicissitudes  might 
occur  in  it — what  changes  might  take  place  in  me  before 
I  should  visit  it  again  !  Who  can  tell,  when  he  sets  forth 
to  wander,  whither  he  may  be  driven  b}'^  the  uncertain 
currents  of  existence ;  or  when  he  may  return ;  or  whether 
it  may  be  ever  his  lot  to  revisit  the  scenes  of  his 
childhood  ? 
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To  one  given  to  day  dreaming,  and  fond  of  losing 
himself  in  reveries,  a  sea  voyage  is  full  of  subjects  for 
meditation ;  but  then  they  are  the  wonders  of  the  deep 
and  of  the  air,  and  rather  tend  to  abstract  the  mind  from 
worldly  themes.  I  delighted  to  loll  over  the  quarter- 
railing  or  climb  to  the  main-top,  of  a  calm  day,  and  muse 
for  hours  together  on  the  tranquil  bosom  of  a  summer's 
sea ; — to  gaze  upon  the  piles  of  golden  clouds  just  peering 
above  the  horizon ;  fancy  them  some  fairy  realms,  and 
people  them  with  a  creation  of  my  own ; — to  watch  the 
gentle  undulating  billows,  rolling  their  silver  volumes,  as 
if  to  die  away  on  those  happy  shores. 

There  was  a  delicious  sensation  of  mingled  security 
and  awe  with  which  I  looked  down,  from  my  giddy 
height,  on  the  monsters  of  the  deep  at  their  uncouth 
gambols :  shoals  of  porpoises  tumbling  about  the  bow  of 
the  ship ;  the  grampus,  slowly  heaving  his  huge  form 
above  the  surface ;  or  the  ravenous  shark,  darting,  like  a 
spectre,  through  the  blue  waters.  My  imagination  would 
conjure  up  all  that  I  had  heard  or  read  of  the  watery 
world  beneath  me :  of  the  finny  herds  that  roam  its 
fathomless  valleys ;  of  the  shapeless  monsters  that  lurk 
among  the  very  foundations  of  the  earth,  and  of  those 
wild  phantasms  that  swell  the  tales  of  fishermen  and 
sailors. 

Sometimes  a  distant  sail,  gliding  along  the  edge  of  the 
ocean,  would  be  another  theme  of  idle  speculation.  How 
interesting  this  fragment  of  a  w'orld,  hastening  to  rejoin 
the  great  mass  of  existence  !  What  a  glorious  monument 
of  human  invention ;  that  has  thus  triumphed  over  wind 
and  wave ;  has  brought  the  ends  of  the  world  in  com- 
munion ;    has   established   an   interchange  of   blessings. 
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pouring  into  the  sterile  regions  of  the  north  all  the 
luxuries  of  the  south  ;  has  diffused  the  light  of  knowledge, 
and  the  charities  of  cultivated  life ;  and  has  thus  bound 
together  those  scattered  portions  of  the  human  race, 
between  which  nature  seemed  to  have  thrown  an  insur- 
mountable barrier. 

We  one  day  described  some  shapeless  object  drifting  at 
a  distance.  At  sea,  everything  that  breaks  the  monotony 
of  the  surrounding  expanse  attracts  attention.  It  proved 
to  be  the  mast  of  ,a  ship  that  must  have  been  completely 
wrecked ;  for  there  were  the  remains  of  handkerchiefs, 
by  which  some  of  the  crew  had  fastened  themselves  to 
this  spar,  to  prevent  their  being  washed  off  by  the  waves. 
There  was  no  trace  by  which  the  name  of  the  ship  could 
be  ascertained.  The  wreck  had  evidently  drifted  about 
for  many  months ;  clusters  of  shell-fish  had  fastened 
about  it,  and  long  sea-weeds  flaunted  at  its  sides.  But 
where,  thought  I,  is  the  crew  ?  Their  struggle  has  long 
been  over — they  have  gone  down  amidst  the  roar  of  the 
tempest — their  bones  lie  whitening  among  the  caverns  of 
the  deep.  Silence,  oblivion,  like  the  waves,  have  closed 
over  them,  and  no  one  can  tell  the  story  of  their  end. 
What  sighs  have  been  wafted  after  that  ship ;  what 
prayers  offered  up  at  the  deserted  fireside  of  home ! 
How  often  has  the  mistress,  the  wife,  the  mother,  pored 
over  the  daily  news,  to  catch  some  casual  intelligence 
of  this  rover  of  the  deep !  How  has  expectation 
darkened  into  anxiety — anxiety  into  dread — and  dread 
into  despair  !  Alas  !  not  one  memento  shall  ever  return 
for  love  to  cherish.  All  that  shall  ever  be  known,  is  that 
she  sailed  from  her  port,  "  and  was  never  heard  of 
more ! " 
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The  sight  of  this  wreck,  as  usual,  gave  rise  to  many- 
dismal  anecdotes.  This  was  particularly  the  case  in  the 
evening,  when  the  weather,  which  had  hitherto  been  fair, 
began  to  look  wild  and  threatening,  and  gave  indications 
of  one  of  those  sudden  storms  that  will  sometimes  break 
in  upon  the  serenity  of  a  summer  voyage.  As  we  sat 
round  the  dull  light  of  a  lamp,  in  the  cabin,  that  made 
the  gloom  more  ghastly,  every  one  had  his  tale  of  ship- 
wreck and  disaster.  I  was  particularly  struck  with  a 
short  one  related  by  the  captain  : 

"  As  I  was  once  sailing,"  said  he,  "  in  a  fine,  stout  ship, 
across  the  banks  of  Newfoundland,  one  of  those  heavy 
fogs  that  prevail  in  those  parts  rendered  it  impossible 
for  us  to  see  far  ahead,  even  in  the  daytime ;  but  at 
night  the  weather  was  so  thick  that  we  could  not 
distinguish  any  object  at  twice  the  length  of  the  ship. 
I  kept  lights  at  the  mast-head,  and  a  constant  watch 
forward  to  look  out  for  fishing  smacks,  which  are 
accustomed  to  lie  at  anchor  on  the  banks.  The  wind 
was  blowing  a  smacking  breeze,  and  we  were  going  at  a 
great  rate  through  the  water.  Suddenly  the  watch  gave 
the  atarm  of  '  a  sail  a-head ! ' — it  was  scarcely  uttered 
before  we  were  upon  her.  She  was  a  small  schooner,  at 
anchor,  with  a  broadside  towards  us.  The  crew  were  all 
asleep,  and  had  neglected  to  hoist  a  light.  We  struck 
her  just  amid-ships.  The  force,  the  size,  the  weight  of 
our  vessel,  bore  her  down  below  the  waves ;  we  passed 
over  her  and  were  hurried  on  our  course.  As  the 
crashing  wreck  was  sinking  beneath  us,  I  had  a  glimpse 
of  two  or  three  half-naked  wretches,  rushing  from  her 
cabin;  they  just  started  from  their  beds  to  be  swallowed 
shrieking  by  the  waves.      I  heard  their  drowning  cry 
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mingling  with  the  wind.  The  blast  that  bore  it  to  our 
ears,  swept  ns  all  out  of  all  farther  hearing.  I  shall 
never  forget  that  cry !  It  was  some  time  before  we 
could  put  the  ship  about,  she  was  under  such  lieadway. 
We  returned  as  nearly  as  we  could  guess,  to  the  place 
where  the  smack  had  anchored.  We  cruised  about  for 
several  hours  in  the  dense  fog.  We  fired  signal-guns, 
and  listened  if  we  might  hear  the  halloo  of  any  survivors ; 
but  all  was  silent — we  never  saw  or  heard  anything  of 
them  more." 

I  confess  these  stories,  for  a  time,  put  an  end  to  all  my 
fine  fancies.  The  storm  increased  with  the  night.  The 
sea  was  lashed  into  tremendous  confusion.  There  was  a 
fearful,  sullen  sound  of  rushing  waves  and  broken  surges. 
Deep  called  unto  deep.  At  times  the  black  volume  of 
clouds  overhead  seemed  rent  asunder  by  flashes  of  light- 
ning that  quivered  along  the  foaming  billows,  and  made 
the  succeeding  darkness  doubly  terrible.  The  thunders 
bellowed  over  the  wild  waste  of  waters,  and  were  echoed 
and  prolonged  by  the  mountain  waves.  As  I  saw  the 
ship  staggering  and  plunging  among  these  roaring 
caverns,  it  seemed  miraculous  that  she  regained  her 
balance,  or  preserved  her  buoyancy.  Her  yards  would 
dip  into  the  water ;  her  bow  was  almost  buried  beneath 
the  waves.  Sometimes  an  impending  surge  appeared 
ready  to  overwhelm  her,  and  nothing  but  a  dexterous 
movement  of  the  helm  preserved  her  from  the  shock. 

When  I  retired  to  my  cabin,  the  awful  scene  still  fol- 
lowed me.  The  whistling  of  the  wind  throusjh  the 
rigging  sounded  like  funereal  wailings.  The  creaking 
of  the  masts ;  the  straining  and  groaning  of  bulk-heads, 
as  the  ship  laboured  in  the  weltering  sea,  were  frightful. 
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As  I  heard  the  "svaves  rushing  along  the  side  of  the  ship, 
and  roaring  in  my  very  ear,  it  seemed  as  if  Death  were 
raging  round  this  floating  prison,  seeking  for  his  prey : 
the  mere  starting  of  a  nail,  the  yawning  of  a  seam,  might 
give  him  entrance. 

A  fine  day,  however,  with  a  tranquil  sea  and  a  favour- 
ing breeze,  soon  put  all  these  dismal  reflections  to  flight. 
It  is  impossible  to  resist  the  gladdening  influence  of  fine 
weather  and  fair  wind  at  sea.  When  the  ship  is  decked 
out  in  all  her  canvas,  every  sail  swelled,  and  careering 
gayly  over  the  curling  waves,  how  lofty,  how  gallant,  she 
appears — how  she  seems  to  lord  it  over  the  deep !  I 
might  fill  a  volume  with  the  reveries  of  a  sea  voyage ; 
for  with  me  it  is  almost  a  continual  reverie — but  it  is 
time  to  get  to  shore. 

It  was  a  fine  sunny  morning  when  the  thrilling  cry  of 
"  land  •  "  was  given  from  the  mast-head.  None  but  those 
who  have  experienced  it  can  form  an  idea  of  the  delicious 
throng  of  sensations  which  rush  into  an  American's 
bosom  when  he  first  comes  in  sight  of  Europe.  There  is 
a  volume  of  associations  with  the  very  name.  It  is  the 
land  of  promise,  teeming  with  everything  of  which  his 
childhood  has  heard,  or  on  which  his  studious  years  have 
pondered. 

From  that  time,  until  the  moment  of  arrival,  it  was  all 
feverish  excitement.  The  ships  of  war,  that  prowled  like 
guardian  giants  along  the  coast ;  the  headlands  of  Ireland, 
stretching  out  into  the  channel ;  the  Welsh  mountains 
towering  into  the  clouds !  all  were  objects  of  intense 
interest.  As  we  sailed  up  the  Mersey,  I  reconnoitred  the 
shores  with  a  telescope.     My  eye  dwelt  with  delight  on 
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neat  cottages,  with  their  trim  shrubberies  and  green 
grass-plots.  I  saw  the  mouldering  ruin  of  an  abbey 
overrun  with  ivy,  and  the  taper  spire  of  a  village  church 
rising  from  the  brow  of  a  neighbouring  hill — all  were 
characteristic  of  England. 

The  tide  and  wind  were  so  favourable,  that  the  ship 
was  enabled  to  come  at  once  to  the  pier.  It  was  thronged 
with  people ;  some  idle  lookers-on,  others  eager  expectants 
of  friends  or  relations.  I  could  distinguish  the  merchant 
to  whom  the  ship  was  consigned.  I  knew  him  by  his 
calculating  brow  and  restless  air.  His  hands  were  thrust 
into  his  pockets  ;  he  was  whistling  thoughtfully,  and 
walking  to  and  fro,  a  small  space  having  been  accorded 
him  by  the  crowd,  in  deference  to  his  temporary  import- 
ance. There  were  repeated  cheerings  and  salutations 
interchanged  between  the  shore  and  the  ship,  as  friends 
happened  to  recognize  each  other. 

All  now  was  hurry  and  bustle.  The  meetings  of 
acquaintances — the  greetings  of  friends — the  consultation 
of  men  of  business.  I  alone  was  solitary  and  idle.  I 
had  no  friend  to  meet,  no  cheering  to  receive.  I  stepped 
upon  the  land  of  my  forefathers — but  felt  that  I  was  a 
stranofer  in  the  land. 
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One  afternoon,  when  the  sun  was  going  down,  a 
mother  and  her  little  boy  sat  at  the  door  of  their  cottage 
talking  about  the  Great  Stone  Face.  They  had  but  to 
lift  their  eyes,  and  there  it  was  plainly  to  be  seen, 
though  miles  away,  with  the  sunshine  brightening  all  its 
features. 

And  what  was  the  Great  Stone  Face  ? 

Embosomed  amongst  a  family  of  lofty  mountains, 
there  was  a  valley  so  spacious  that  it  contained  many 
thousand  inhabitants.  Some  of  these  good  people  dwelt 
in  log  huts,  with  the  black  forest  all  around  them,  on 
the  steep  and  difficult  hill-sides.  Others  had  their  homes 
in  comfortable  farmhouses,  and  cultivated  the  rich  soil 
on  the  gentle  slopes  or  level  surfaces  of  the  valley. 
Others,  again,  were  congregated  into  populous  villages, 
where  some  wild,  highland  rivulet,  tumbling  down  from 
its  birthplace  in  the  upper  mountain  region,  had  been 
caught  and  tamed  by  human  cunning,  and  compelled  to 
turn  the  machinery  of  cotton  factories.  The  inhabitants 
of  this  valley,  in  short,  were  numerous,  and  of  many 
modes  of  life.  But  all  of  them,  grown  people  and 
children,  had  a  kind  of  familiarity  with  the  Great  Stone 
Face,  although  some  possessed  the  gift  of  distinguishing 
this  grand  natural  phenomenon  more  perfectly  than 
many  of  their  neighbours. 

The  Great  Stone  Face,  then,  was  a  work  of  nature 
in  her    mood    of   majestic   playfulness,    formed   on   the 
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perpendicular  aide  of  a  mountain  by  some  immense  rocks, 
which  had  been  thrown  together  in  such  a  position  as, 
when  viewed  at  a  proper  distance,  precisely  to  resemble 
the  features  of  the  human  countenance.  It  seemed  as  if 
an  enormous  giant,  or  a  Titan,  had  sculptured  his  own 
likeness  on  the  precipice.  There  was  the  broad  arch  of 
the  forehead,  a  hundred  feet  in  height ;  the  nose,  witli 
its  long  bridge ;  and  the  vast  lips,  which,  if  tliey  could 
have  spoken,  would  have  rolled  their  thunder  accents 
from  one  end  of  the  valley  to  tlie  other.  True  it  is,  that 
if  the  spectator  approached  too  near,  he  lost  the  outline 
of  the  gigantic  visage,  and  could  discern  only  a  heap  of 
ponderous  and  gigantic  rocks,  piled  in  chaotic  ruin  one 
upon  another.  Retracing  his  steps,  however,  the  won- 
drous features  would  again  be  seen ;  and  the  farther 
he  witlidrew  from  them,  the  more  like  a  human  face, 
with  all  its  original  divinity  intact,  did  they  appear ; 
until,  as  it  grew  dim  in  the  distance,  with  the  clouds 
and  glorified  vapour  of  the  mountains  clustering  about 
it,  the  Great  Stone  Face  seemed  positively  to  be 
alive.     • 

It  was  a  happy  lot  for  children  to  grow  up  to  man- 
hood or  womanhood  with  the  Great  Stone  Face  before 
their  eyes,  for  all  the  features  were  noble,  and  the 
expression  was  at  once  grand  and  sweet,  as  if  it  were  the 
glow  of  a  vast,  warm  heart,  that  embraced  all  mankind 
in  its  affections,  and  had  room  for  more.  It  was  an 
education  only  to  look  at  it.  According  to  the  belief  of 
many  people,  the  valley  owqd  much  of  its  fertility  to 
this  benign  aspect  that  was  continually  beaming  over  it, 
illuminating  the  clouds,  and  infusing  its  tenderness  into 
the  sunshine. 
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As  we  began  with  saying,  a  mother  and  her  little  boy 
sat  at  their  cottage  door,  gazing  at  the  Great  Stone  Face, 
and  talking  about  it.     The  child's  name  was  Ernest. 

"  Mother,"  said  he,  while  the  Titanic  visage  smiled  on 
him,  "  I  wish  that  it  could  speak,  for  it  looks  so  very 
kindly  that  its  voice  must  needs  be  pleasant.  If  I  were 
to  see  a  man  with  such  a  face,  I  should  love  him  dearly." 

"If  an  old  prophecy  should  come  to  pass,"  answered 
his  mother,  "  we  may  see  a  man,  some  time  or  other,  with 
exactly  such  a  face  as  that." 

"  What  prophecy  do  you  mean,  dear  mother  ?  "  eagerly 
inquired  Ernest.     "  Pray  tell  me  all  about  it ! " 

So  his  mother  told  him  a  story  that  her  own  mother 
had  told  to  her,  when  she  herself  was  younger  than  little 
Ernest ;  a  story,  not  of  things  that  were  past,  but  of 
what  was  yet  to  come ;  a  story,  nevertheless,  so  very  old, 
that  even  the  Indians,  who  formerly  inhabited  this 
valley,  had  heard  it  from  their  forefathers,  to  whom,  as 
they  affirmed,  it  had  been  murmured  by  the  mountain 
streams,  and  w^hispered  by  the  wind  among  the  k-ee  tops. 
The  purport  was,  that,  at  some  future  day,  a  child  should 
be  born  hereabouts,  who  was  destined  to  become  the 
greatest  and  noblest  personage  of  his  time,  and  whose 
countenance,  in  manhood,  should  bear  an  exact  resem- 
blance to  the  Great  Stone  Face.  Not  a  few  old-fashioned 
people,  and  young  ones  likewise,  in  the  ardour  of  their 
hopes,  still  cherished  an  enduring  faith  in  this  old 
prophecy.  But  others,  who  had  seen  more  of  the  world, 
had  watched  and  waited  till  they  were  weary,  and  had 
beheld  no  man  with  such  a  face,  nor  any  man  that 
proved  to  be  much  greater  or  nobler  than  his  neighbours, 
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concluded  it  to  be  nothing  but  an  idle  tale.    At  all  events, 
the  great  man  of  the  prophecy  had  not  j^et  appeared. 

"  0  mother,  dear  mother  !  "  cried  Ernest,  clapping  his 
hands  above  his  head,  "  I  do  hope  that  I  shall  live  to  see 
him ! " 

His  mother  was  an  affectionate  and  thoughtful  woman, 
and  felt  that  it  was  wisest  not  to  discourage  the  generous 
hopes  of  her  little  boy.  So  she  only  said  to  him,  "  Per- 
haps you  may." 

And  Ernest  never  forgot  the  story  that  his  mother 
told  him.  It  was  always  in  his  mind,  whenever  he 
looked  upon  the  Great  Stone  Face.  He  spent  his  child- 
hood in  the  log  cottage  where  he  was  born,  and  was 
dutiful  to  his  mother,  and  helpful  to  her  in  many  things, 
assisting  her  much  with  his  little  hands,  and  more  with 
his  loving  heart.  In  this  manner,  from  a  happy  yet 
often  pensive  child,  he  grew  up  to  be  a  mild,  quiet, 
unobtrusive  boy,  and  sun-browned  with  labour  in  the 
fields,  but  with  more  intelligence  bricrhtenincr  in  his 
aspect  than  is  seen  in  many  lads  who  have  been  taught 
at  famous  schools.  Yet  Ernest  had  had  no  teacher,  save 
only  that  the  Great  Stone  Face  became  one  to  him. 
When  the  toil  of  the  day  was  over,  he  would  gaze  at  it 
for  hours,  until  he  began  to  imagine  that  those  vast 
features  recognized  him,  and  gave  him  a  smile  of  kind- 
ness and  encouragement,  responsive  to  his  own  look  of 
veneration.  We  must  not  take  upon  us  to  affirm  that 
this  was  a  mistake,  although  the  Face  may  have  looked 
no  more  kindly  at  Ernest  than  at  all  the  world  besides. 
But  the  secret  was  that  the  boy's  tender  and  confiding 
simplicity  discerned  what  other  people  could  not  see ;  and 
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thus  the  love,    which    was    meant   for   all,    became    his 
peculiar  portion. 

About  this  time  there  went  a  rumour  throughout  the 
valley,  that  the  great  man,  foretold  from  ages  long  ago, 
who  was  to  bear  a  resemblance  to  the  Great  Stone  Face, 
had  appeared  at  last.  It  seems  that,  many  years  before, 
a  young  man  had  migrated  from  the  valley  and  settled 
at  a  distant  seaport,  where,  after  getting  together  a  little 
money,  he  had  set  up  as  a  shopkeeper.  His  name — but 
I  could  never  learn  whether  it  was  his  real  one,  or  a 
nickname  that  had  grown  out  of  his  habits  and  success 
in  life — was  Gathergold.  Being  shrewd  and  active,  and 
endowed  by  Providence  with  that  inscrutable  faculty 
which  develops  itself  in  what  the  world  calls  luck,  he 
became  an  exceedingly  rich  merchant,  and  owner  of  a 
whole  fleet  of  bulky-bottomed  ships.  All  the  countries 
of  the  globe  appeared  to  join  hands  for  the  mere  purpose 
of  adding  heap  after  heap  to  the  mountainous  accumula- 
tion of  this  one  man's  wealth.  The  cold  regions  of  the 
north,  almost  within  the  gloom  and  shadow  of  the  Arctic 
Circle,  sent  him  their  tribute  in  the  shape  of  furs ;  hot 
Africa  sifted  for  him  the  golden  sands  of  her  rivers,  and 
gathered  up  the  ivory  tusks  of  her  great  elephants  out 
of  the  forests ;  the  East  came  bringing  him  the  rich 
shawls,  and  spices,  and  teas,  and  the  effulgence  of 
diamonds,  and  the  gleaming  purity  of  large  pearls.  The 
ocean,  not  to  be  behindhand  with  the  earth,  yielded  up 
her  mighty  whales,  that  Mr.  Gathergold  might  sell  their 
oil,  and  make  a  profit  on  it.  Be  the  original  conniiodity 
what  it  might,  it  was  gold  within  his  grasp.  It  might 
be  said  of  him,  as  of  Midas  in  the  fable,  that  whatever 
he  touched  with  his  fingers  immediately  glistened,  and 
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grew  yellow,  and  was  changed  at  once  into  sterling 
metal,  or,  which  suited  him  still  better,  into  piles  of  coin. 
And,  when  Mr.  Gathergold  had  become  so  very  lich  that 
it  would  have  taken  him  a  hundred  years  only  to  count 
his  wealth,  he  bethought  himself  of  his  native  valley, 
and  resolved  to  go  back  thither,  and  end  his  days  where 
he  was  born.  With  this  purpose  in  view,  he  sent  a 
skilful  architect  to  build  him  such  a  palace  as  should  be 
fit  for  a  man  of  his  vast  wealth  to  live  in. 

As  I  have  said  above,  it  had  already  been  rumoured 
in  the  valley  that  Mr.  Gathergold  had  turned  out  to  be 
the  prophetic  personage  so  long  and  vainly  looked  for, 
and  that  his  visage  was  the  perfect  and  undeniable  simili- 
tude of  the  Great  Stone  Face.  People  were  the  more 
ready  to  believe  that  this  must  needs  be  the  fact,  when 
they  beheld  the  splendid  edifice  that  rose,  as  if  by 
enchantment,  on  the  site  of  his  father's  old  weather- 
beaten  farmhouse.  The  exterior  was  of  marble,  so 
dazzlingly  white  that  it  seemed  as  though  the  whole 
structure  might  melt  away  in  the  sunshine,  like  those 
humbler  ones  which  Mr.  Gathergold,  in  his  young  pla}^- 
days,  before  his  fingers  were  gifted  with  the  touch  of 
transmutation,  had  been  accustomed  to  build  of  snow. 
It  had  a  richly  ornamented  portico,  supported  by  tall 
pillars,  beneath  which  was  a  lofty  door,  studded  with 
silver  knobs,  and  made  of  a  kind  of  variegated  wood 
that  had  been  brought  from  beyond  the  sea.  The 
windows,  from  the  floor  to  the  ceiling  of  each  stately 
apartment,  were  composed,  respectivel}',  of  but  one 
enormous  pane  of  glass,  so  transparently  pure  that  it 
was  said  to  be  a  finer  medium  than  even  the  vacant 
atmosphere.     Hardly  anybody  had   been   permitted    to 
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see  the  interior  of  this  palace ;  but  it  was  reported, 
and  with  good  semblance  of  truth,  to  be  far  more 
gorgeous  than  the  outside,  insomuch  that  whatever  was 
iron  or  brass  in  other  houses  was  silver  or  gold  in  this ; 
and  Mr.  Gathergold's  bedchamber,  especially,  made  such 
a  glittering  appearance  that  no  ordinary  man  would 
have  been  able  to  close  his  eyes  there.  But  on  the 
other  hand,  Mr.  Gathergold  was  now  so  inured  to  wealth, 
that  perhaps  he  could  not  have  closed  his  eyes  unless 
where  the  gleam  of  it  was  certain  to  find  its  way  beneath 
his  eyelids. 

In  due  time,  the  mansion  was  finished  ;  next  came  the 
upholsterers,  with  magnificent  furniture ;  then,  a  whole 
troop  of  black  and  white  servants,  the  harbingers  of  Mr. 
Gathergold,  who,  in  his  own  majestic  person,  was  expected 
to  arrive  at  sunset.  Our  friend  Ernest,  meanwhile,  had 
been  deeply  stirred  by  the  idea  that  the  great  man,  the 
noble  man,  the  man  of  prophecy,  after  so  many  ages  of 
delay,  was  at  length  to  be  made  manifest  to  his  native 
valley.  He  knew,  boy  as  he  was,  that  there  were  a 
thousand  ways  in  which  Mr.  Gathergold,  with  his  vast 
wealth,  might  transform  himself  into  an  angel  of  bene- 
ficence, and  assume  a  control  over  human  affairs  as  wide 
and  benignant  as  the  smile  of  the  Great  Stone  Face. 
Full  of  faith  and  hope,  Ernest  doubted  not  that  what  the 
people  said  was  true,  and  that  now  he  was  to  behold 
the  living  likeness  of  those  wondrous  features  on  the 
mountain-side.  While  the  boy  was  still  gazing  up  the 
valley,  and  fancying,  as  he  alwaj^s  did,  that  the  Great 
Stone  Face  returned  his  gaze  and  looked  kindly  at  him, 
the  rumbling  of  wheels  was  heard,  approaching  swiftly 
aloncf  the  windino;  road. 
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"  Here  he  comes ! "  cried  a  group  of  people  who  were 
assembled  to  witness  the  arrival.  "  Here  comes  the  great 
Mr.  Gathergold ! " 

A  carriage,  drawn  by  four  horses,  dashed  round  the 
turn  of  the  road.  Within  it,  thrust  partly  out  of  the 
window,  appeared  the  physiognomy  of  the  old  man,  with 
a  skin  as  yellow  as  if  his  own  Midas-hand  had  trans- 
muted it.  He  had  a  low  forehead,  small,  sharp  eyes, 
puckered  about  with  innumerable  wrinkles,  and  very 
thin  lips,  which  he  made  still  thinner  by  pressing  them 
forcibly  together. 

"  The  very  image  of  the  Great  Stone  Face  ! "  shouted 
the  people.  "  Sure  enough,  the  old  prophecy  is  true ; 
and  here  we  have  the  great  man  come  at  last ! " 

And,  what  greatly  perplexed  Ernest,  they  seemed 
actually  to  believe  that  here  was  the  likeness  which 
they  spoke  of.  By  the  roadside  there  chanced  to  be 
an  old  beggar-woman  and  two  little  beggar  children, 
stragglers  from  some  far-off  region,  who,  as  the  carriage 
rolled  onward,  held  out  their  hands  and  lifted  up  their 
doleful  voices,  most  piteously  beseeching  charity.  A 
yellow  claw — the  very  same  that  had  clawed  together  so 
much  wealth — poked  itself  out  of  the  coach-window,  and 
dropt  some  copper  coins  upon  the  ground ;  so  that, 
though  the  great  man's  name  seems  to  have  been  Gather- 
gold,  he  might  just  as  suitably  have  been  nicknamed 
Scattercopper.  Still,  nevertheless,  with  an  earnest  shout, 
and  evidently  with  as  much  good  faith  as  ever,  the 
people  bellowed, — 

"  He  is  the  very  image  of  the  Great  Stone  Face ! " 
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But  Ernest  turned  sadly  from  the  wrinkled  shrewdness 
of  that  sordid  visage,  and  gazed  up  the  valley,  where, 
amid  a  gathering  mist,  gilded  by  the  last  sunbeams,  he 
could  still  distinguish  those  glorious  features  which  had 
impressed  themselves  into  his  soul.  Their  aspect  cheered 
him.     What  did  the  benign  lips  seem  to  say  ? 

"  He  will  come !  Fear  not,  Ernest ;  the  man  will 
come ! " 

.  The  years  went  on,  and  Ernest  ceased  to  be  a  boy. 
He  had  grown  to  be  a  young  man  now.  He  attracted 
little  notice  from  the  other  inhabitants  of  the  valley ; 
for  they  saw  nothing  remarkable  in  his  way  of  life, 
save  that,  when  the  labour  of  the  day  was  over,  he  still 
loved  to  go  apart  and  gaze  and  meditate  upon  the  Great 
Stone  Face.  According  to  their  idea  of  the  matter,  it  was 
a  folly,  indeed,  but  pardonable,  inasmucli  as  Ernest  was 
industrious,  kind,  and  neighbourly,  and  neglected  no  duty 
for  the  sake  of  indulging  this  idle  habit.  They  knew  not 
that  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  become  a  teacher  to  him, 
and  that  the  sentiment  which  was  expressed  in  it  would 
enlarge  the  young  man's  heart,  and  fill  it  with  wider  and 
deeper  sympathies  than  other  hearts.  They  knew  not 
that  thence  would  come  a  better  wisdom  than  could  be 
learned  from  books,  and  a  better  life  than  could  be 
moulded  on  the  defaced  example  of  other  human  lives. 
Neither  did  Ernest  know  that  the  thoughts  and  affections 
which  came  to  him  so  naturally,  in  the  fields  and  at  the 
fireside,  and  whenever  he  communed  with  himself,  were 
of  a  higher  tone  than  those  which  all  men  shared  with 
him.  A  simple  soul, — simple  as  when  his  mother  first 
taught  him  the  old  prophecy, — he  beheld  tlie  marvellous 
features  beaming  adown  the  valley,  and  still  wondered 
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that  their  human  counterpart  was  so  long  in  making  his 
appearance. 

By  this  time  poor  Mr.  Gathergold  was  dead  and  buried; 
and  the  oddest  part  of  the  matter  was,  that  his  wealth, 
which  was  the  body  and  spirit  of  his  existence,  had  dis- 
appeared before  his  death,  leaving  nothing  of  him  but  a 
living  skeleton,  covered  over  with  a  wrinkled  yellow 
skin.  Since  the  melting  away  of  his  gold,  it  had  been 
very  generally  conceded  that  there  was  no  such  striking 
resemblance,  after  all,  betwixt  the  ignoble  features  of 
the  ruined  merchant  and  that  majestic  face  upon  the 
mountain-side.  So  the  people  ceased  to  honour  him 
during  his  lifetime,  and  quietly  consigned  him  to  forget- 
fulness  after  his  decease.  Once  in  a  while,  it  is  true,  his 
memorj^  was  brought  up  in  connection  with  the  magnificent 
palace  which  he  had  built,  and  which  had  long  ago  been 
turned  into  a  hotel  for  the  accommodation  of  strangers, 
multitudes  of  whom  came,  every  summer,  to  visit  that 
famous  natural  curiosity,  the  Great  Stone  Face.  Thus, 
Mr.  Gathergold  being  discredited  and  thrown  into  the 
shade,  the  man  of  prophecy  was  yet  to  come. 

It  so  happened  .that  a  native-born  son  of  the  valley 
many  years  before,  had  enlisted  as  a  soldier,  and  after  a 
great  deal  of  hard  fighting,  had  now  become  an  illustrious 
commander.  Whatever  he  may  be  called  in  history,  he 
was  known  in  camps  and  on  the  battle-field  under  the 
nickname  of  Old  Blood-and-Thunder.  This  war-worn 
veteran,  being  now  infirm  with  age  and  wounds,  and 
weary  of  the  turmoil  of  a  military  life,  and  of  the  roll  of 
the  drum  and  the  clangour  of  the  trumpet,  that  had  so 
long  been  ringing  in  his  ears,  had  lately  signified  a 
purpose  of  returning  to  his  native  valley,  hoping  to  find 


78  NATHANIEL   HAAVTHORNE. 

repose  where  he  remembered  to  have  left  it.  The  inhabi- 
tants, his  old  neighbours  and  their  grown-up  children, 
were  resolved  to  welcome  the  renowned  warrior  with  a 
salute  of  cannon  and  a  public  dinner ;  and  all  the  more 
enthusiastically,  it  being  affirmed  that  now,  at  last,  the 
likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  actually  appeared. 
An  aide-de-camp  of  Old  Blood-and-Thunder,  travelling 
through  the  vallej^,  was  said  to  have  been  struck  with 
the  resemblance.  Moreover  the  schoolmates  and  early 
acquaintances  of  the  general  were  ready  to  testif}^  on 
oath,  that,  to  the  best  of  their  recollection,  the  aforesaid 
general  had  been  exceedingly  like  the  majestic  image, 
even  when  a  boy,  only  that  the  idea  had  never  occurred 
to  them  at  that  period.  Great,  therefore,  was  the  excite- 
ment throughout  the  valley ;  and  many  people,  who  had 
never  once  thought  of  glancing  at  the  Great  Stone  Face 
for  years  before,  now  spent  their  time  in  gazing  at  it,  for 
the  sake  of  knowing  exactly  how  General  Blood-and- 
Thunder  looked. 

On  the  day  of  the  great  festival,  Ernest,  with  all  the 
other  people  of  the  valley,  left  their  work,  and  proceeded 
to  the  spot  where  the  sylvan  banquet  was  prepared.  As 
he  approached,  the  loud  voice  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Battleblast 
was  heard,  beseeching  a  blessing  on  the  good  things  set 
before  them,  and  on  the  distinguished  friend  of  peace  in 
whose  honour  they  were  assembled.  The  tables  were 
arranged  in  a  cleared  space  of  the  woods,  shut  in  by  the 
surrounding  trees,  except  where  a  vista  opened  eastward, 
and  afforded  a  distant  view  of  the  Great  Stone  Face. 
Over  the  general's  chair  which  was  a  relic  from  the  home 
of  Washington,  there  was  an  arch  of  verdant  boughs, 
with  the  laurel  profusely  intermixed,  and  surmounted. 
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by  his  country's  banner,  beneath  which  he  had  won  his 
victories.  Our  friend  Ernest  raised  himself  on  his  tip- 
toes, in  hopes  to  get  a  ghmpse  of  the  celebrated  guest ; 
but  there  was  a  mighty  crowd  about  the  table  anxious 
to  hear  the  toasts  and  speeches,  and  to  catch  any  word 
that  miglit  fall  from  the  general  in  repl}^ ;  and  a  volunteer 
company,  doing  duty  as  a  guard,  pricked  ruthlessly  with 
their  bayonets  at  any  particularly  quiet  person  among  the 
throng.  So  Ernest,  being  of  an  unobtrusive  character,  was 
thrust  quite  into  the  back-ground,  where  he  could  see  no 
more  of  Old  Blood-and-Thunder's  physiognomy  than  if 
it  had  been  still  blazing  on  the  battle-field.  To  console 
himself,  he  turned  towards  the  Great  Stone  Face,  which, 
like  a  faithful  and  long-remembered  friend,  looked  back 
and  smiled  upon  him  through  the  vista  of  the  forest. 
Meantime,  however,  he  could  overhear  the  remarks  of 
various  individuals,  who  were  comparing  the  features  of 
the  hero  with  the  face  on  the  distant  mountain-side. 

"  'Tis  the  same  face  to  a  hair  ! "  cried  one  man,  cutting 
a  caper  for  joy. 

"  Wonderfully  like,  that's  a  fact ! "  responded  another. 

"  Like  !  why,  I  call  it  Old  Blood-and-Thunder  himself, 
in  a  monstrous  looking-glass ! "  cried  a  third.  "  And 
why  not  ?  He's  the  greatest  man  of  this  or  any  other 
age,  beyond  a  doubt." 

And  then  all  three  of  the  speakers  gave  a  great  shout, 
which  communicated  electricity  to  the  crowd,  and  called 
forth  a  roar  from  a  thousand  voices,  that  went  rever- 
berating for  miles  among  the  mountains,  until  you  miglit 
have  supposed  that  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  poured  its 
thunder-breath  into  the  crv.     All  these  comments,  and 
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this  vast  enthusiasm,  served  the  more  to  interest  our 
friend ;  nor  did  he  think  of  questioning  tliat  now,  at 
length,  the  mountain- visage  had  found  its  human 
counterpart.  It  is  true,  Ernest  had  imagined  that  this 
long  looked-for  personage  would  appear  in  the  character 
of  a  man  of  peace,  uttering  wisdom  and  doing  good,  and 
making  people  happy.  But,  taking  an  habitual  breadth 
of  view,  with  all  his  simplicity,  he  contended  that 
Providence  should  choose  its  own  method  of  blessing 
mankind,  and  could  conceive  that  this  great  end  might 
be  effected  even  by  a  warrior  and  a  bloody  sword,  should 
inscrutable  wisdom  see  fit  to  order  matters  so. 

"  The  general !  the  general ! "  was  now  the  cry.  "Hush  ! 
silence !  Old  Blood-and-Thunder's  going  to  make  a 
speech." 

Even  so ;  for,  the  cloth  being  removed,  the  general's 
health  had  been  drunk,  amid  shouts  of  applause,  and  he 
now  stood  upon  his  feet  to  thank  the  company.  Ernest 
saw  him.  There  he  was,  over  the  shoulders  of  the  crowd, 
from  the  two  glittering  epaulets  and  embroidered  collar 
upward,  beneath  the  arch  of  green  boughs  with  intertwined 
laurel,  and  the  banner  drooping  as  if  to  shade  his  brow  ! 
And  there,  too,  visible  in  the  same  glance,  through  the  vista 
of  the  forest,  appeared  the  Great  Stone  Face !  And  was 
there,  indeed,  such  a  resemblance  as  the  crowd  had  testi- 
fied ?  Alas,  Ernest  coiild  not  recognize  it !  He  beheld  a 
war-worn  and  weather-beaten  countenance,  full  of  energy 
and  expressive  of  an  iron  will ;  but  the  gentle  wisdom,  the 
deep,  broad,  tender  sympathies,  were  altogether  wanting 
in  Old  Blood-and-Thunder's  visage ;  and  even  if  the 
Great  Stone  Face  had  assumed  his  look  of  stern  com- 
mand, the  milder  traits  would  still  have  tempered  it. 
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"  This  is  not  the  man  of  prophecy,"  sighed  Ernest  to 
liimself,  as  he  made  his  way  out  of  the  throng.  "And 
must  the  world  wait  longer  yet  ? " 

The  mists  had  congregated  about  the  distant  mountain- 
side, and  there  were  seen  the  grand  and  awful  features 
of  the  Great  Stone  Face,  awful  but  benignant,  as  if  a 
mighty  angel  were  sitting  among  the  hills,  and  enrobing 
himself  in  a  cloud-vesture  of  gold  and  purple.  As  he 
looked,  Ernest  could  hardly  believe  but  that  a  smile 
beamed  over  tlie  whole  visage,  with  a  radiance  still 
brightening,  although  without  motion  of  the  lips.  It 
was  probably  the  effect  of  the  western  sunshine,  melting 
through  the  thinly  diffused  vapours  that  had  swept 
between  him  and  the  object  that  he  gazed  at.  But — as 
it  always  did — the  aspect  of  his  marvellous  friend  made 
Ernest  as  hopeful  as  if  he  had  never  hoped  in  vain. 

"  Fear  not,  Ernest,"  said  his  heart,  even  as  if  the  Great 
Face  were  whispering  to  him, — "  fear  not,  Ernest ;  he 
will  come." 

More  years  sped  swiftly  and  tranquilly  away.  Ernest 
still  dwelt  in  his  native  valley,  and  was  now  a  man  of 
middle  age.  By  imperceptible  degrees  he  had  become 
known  among  the  people.  Now,  as  heretofore,  he 
laboured  for  his  bread,  and  was  the  same  simple- 
hearted  man  that  he  had  always  been.  But  he  had 
thought  and  felt  so  much,  he  had  given  so  many  of  the 
best  hours  of  his  life  to  unworldly  hopes  for  some  great 
good  to  mankind,  that  it  seemed  as  though  he  had  been 
talking  with  the  angels,  and  had  imbibed  a  portion  of 
their  wisdom  unawares.  It  was  visible  in  the  calm  and 
well-considered  beneficence  of  his  daily  life,  the   quiet 


82  NATHANIEL   HAWTHORNE. 

stream  of  which  had  made  a  wide  green  margin  all  along 
its  course.  Not  a  day  passed  by  that  the  world  was  not 
the  better  because  this  man,  humble  as  he  was,  had  lived. 
He  never  stepped  aside  from  his  own  path,  yet  would 
always  reach  a  blessing  to  his  neighbour.  Almost 
involuntarily,  too,  he  had  become  a  preacher.  The  pure 
and  high  simplicity  of  his  thought,  which,  as  one  of  its 
manifestations,  took  shape  in  the  good  deeds  that  dropped 
silently  from  his  hand,  flowed  also  forth  in  speech.  He 
uttered  truths  that  wrought  upon  and  moulded  the  lives 
of  those  who  heard  him.  His  auditors,  it  may  be,  never 
suspected  that  Ernest,  their  own  neighbour  and  familiar 
friend,  was  more  than  an  ordinary  man  ;  least  of  all  did 
Ernest  himself  suspect  it ;  but,  inevitably  as  the  murmur 
of  a  rivulet,  came  thoughts  out  of  his  mouth  that  no 
other  human  lips  had  spoken. 

When  the  people's  minds  had  had  a  little  time  to  cool, 
they  were  ready  enough  to  acknowledge  their  mistake 
in  imagining  a  similarity  between  General-Blood-and- 
Thunder's  truculent  physiognomy  and  the  benign  visage 
on  the  mountain-side.  But  now,  again,  there  were  reports 
and  many  paragraphs  in  the  newspapers,  affirming  that 
the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face  had  appeared  upon 
the  broad  shoulders  of  a  certain  eminent  statesman.  He, 
like  Mr.  Gathergold,  and  Old  Blood-and-Thunder,  was  a 
native  of  the  valley,  but  had  left  it  in  his  early  days,  and 
taken  up  the  trades  of  law  and  politics.  Instead  of  the 
rich  man's  wealth  and  the  warrior's  sword,  he  had  but 
a  tongue,  and  it  was  mightier  than  both  together.  So 
wonderfully  eloquent  was  he,  that  whatever  he  might 
choose  to  say,  his  auditors  had  no  choice  but  to 
believe  him  ;  wrong  looked  right,  and  right  like  wrong ; 
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for  when  it  pleased  hiin,  he  could  make  a  kind  of 
illuminated  fog  witli  his  mere  breath,  and  obscure  the 
natural  daylight  with  it.  His  tongue,  indeed,  was  a 
magic  instrument :  sometimes  it  rumbled  like  the  thunder, 
sometimes  it  warbled  like  the  sweetest  music.  It  was 
the  blast  of  war, — the  song  of  peace ;  and  it  seemed  to 
have  a  heart  in  it,  when  there  was  no  such  matter.  In 
good  truth,  he  was  a  wondrous  man;  and  when  his 
tongue  had  acquired  him  all  other  imaginable  success, — 
when  it  had  been  heard  in  halls  of  state,  and  in  the 
courts  of  princes  and  potentates, — after  it  had  made  him 
known  all  over  the  world,  even  as  a  voice  crying  from 
shore  to  shore, — it  finally  persuaded  his  countrymen  to 
select  him  for  the  Presidency.  Before  this  time, — indeed, 
as  soon  as  he  began  to  grow  celebrated, — his  admirers 
had  found  out  the  resemblance  between  him  and  the 
Great  Stone  Face  ;  and  so  much  were  they  struck  by  it, 
that  throughout  the  country  this  distinguished  gentleman 
was  known"  by  the  name  of  Old  Stony  Phiz.  The  phrase 
was  considered  as  giving  a  highly  favourable  aspect  to 
his  political  prospects ;  for,  as  is  likewise  the  case  with 
the  Popedom,  nobody  ever  becomes  President  without 
taking  a  name  other  than  his  own. 

While  his  friends  were  doing  their  best  to  make  him 
President,  Old  Stony  Phiz,  as  he  was  called,  set  out  on  a 
visit  to  the  valley  where  he  was  born.  Of  course,  he  had 
no  other  object  than  to  shake  hands  with  his  fellow- 
citizens,  and  neither  thought  nor  cared  about  any  effect 
which  his  progress  through  the  country  might  have 
upon  the  election.  Magnificent  preparations  were  made 
to  receive  the  illustrious  statesman  ;  a  cavalcade  of  horse- 
men set  forth  to  meet  him  at  the  boundary  line  of  the 
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state,  and  all  the  people  left  their  business  and  gathered 
along  the  wayside  to  see  him  pass.  Among  these  was 
Ernest.  Though  more  than  once  disappointed,  as  we 
have  seen,  he  had  such  a  hopeful  and  confiding  nature 
that  he  was  always  ready  to  believe  in  whatever  seemed 
beautiful  and  good.  He  kej^t  his  heart  continually  open, 
and  thus  was  sure  to  catch  the  blessing  from  on  high 
when  it  should  come.  So  now  again,  as  buoyantly  as 
ever,  he  went  forth  to  behold  the  likeness  of  the  Great 
Stone  Face. 

The  cavalcade  came  prancing  along  the  road,  with  a 
great  clattering  of  hoofs  and  a  mighty  cloud  of  dust, 
which  rose  up  so  dense  and  high  that  the  visage  of  the 
mountain-side  was  completely  hidden  from  Ernest's  eyes. 
All  the  ffreat  men  of  the  neighbourhood  were  there  on 
horseback ;  militia  oflficers  in  uniform ;  the  member  of 
Congress ;  the  sherift'  of  the  county ;  the  editors  of  news- 
papers ;  and  many  a  farmer,  too,  had  mounted  his  patient 
steed,  with  his  Sunday  coat  upon  his  back.  It  really 
was  a  very  brilliant  spectacle,  especially  as  there  were 
numerous  banners  flaunting  over  the  cavalcade,  on  some 
of  which  were  gorgeous  portraits  of  the  illustrious  states- 
man and  the  Great  Stone  Face,  smiling  familiarly  at  one 
another,  like  two  brothers.  If  the  pictures  were  to  be 
trusted,  the  mutual  resemblance,  it  must  be  confessed, 
was  marvellous.  We  must  not  forget  to  mention  that 
there  was  a  band  of  music,  which  made  the  echoes  of  the 
mountains  ring  and  reverberate  with  the  loud  triumph  of 
its  strains  ;  so  that  airy  and  soul-thrilling  melodies  broke 
out  among  all  the  heights  and  hollows,  as  if  every  nook 
of  his  native  valley  had  found  a  voice,  to  welcome  the 
distinguished  guest.     But  the  grandest  effect  was  when 
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the  far-off  mountain  precipice  flung  back  the  music ;  for 
then  the  Great  Stone  Face  itself  seemed  to  be  swelling 
the  triumphant  chorus,  in  acknowledgment  that,  at 
length,  the  man  of  prophecy  was  come. 

All  this  while  the  people  were  throwing  up  their  hats 
and  shoutinof  with  enthusiasm  so  contagious  that  the 
heart  of  Ernest  kindled  up,  and  he  likewise  threw  up  his 
hat,  and  shouted,  as  loudly  as  the  loudest,  "  Huzza  for 
the  great  man  !  Huzza  for  Old  Stony  Phiz  ! "  But  as 
yet  he  had  not  seen  him. 

"  Here  he  is  now  ! "  cried  those  who  stood  near  Ernest. 
"  There !  There  !  Look  at  Old  Stony  Phiz  and  then  at 
the  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain,  and  see  if  they  are  not  as 
like  as  two  twin-brothers  ! " 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  gallant  array  came  an  open 
barouche,  drawn  by  four  white  horses;  and  in  the 
barouche,  with  his  massive  head  uncovered,  sat  the 
illustrious  statesman,  Old  Stony  Phiz  himself. 

"  Confess  it,"  said  one  of  Ernest's  neighbours  to  him, 
"  the  Great  Stone  Face  has  met  its  match  at  last ! " 

Now,  it  must  be  owned  that,  at  his  first  glimpse  of  the 
countenance,  which  was  bowing  and  smiling  from  the 
barouche,  Ernest  did  fancy  that  there  was  a  resemblance 
between  it  and  the  old  familiar  face  upon  the  mountain- 
side. The  brow,  with  its  massive  depth  and  loftiness, 
and  all  the  other  features,  indeed  were  boldly  and 
strongly  hewn,  as  if  in  emulation  of  a  more  than  heroic, 
of  a  Titanic  model.  But  the  sublimity  and  stateliness, 
the  grand  expression  of  a  divine  sympathy,  that 
illuminated  the  mountain  visage  and  etherealized  its 
ponderous  granite  substance  into  spirit,  might  here  be 


86  NATHANIEL   HAWTHORNE. 

sought  in  vain.  Something  had  been  originally  left  out, 
or  had  departed.  And  therefore  the  marvellously  gifted 
statesman  had  always  a  weary  gloom  in  the  deep 
caverns  of  his  eyes,  as  of  a  child  that  has  outgrown  its 
playthings  or  a  man  of  mighty  faculties  and  little  aims, 
whose  life,  with  all  its  high  performances,  was  vague 
and  empty,  because  no  high  purpose  had  endowed  it 
with  reality. 

Still,  Ernest's  neighbour  was  thrusting  his  elbow  into 
his  side,  and  pressing  him  for  an  answer. 

"  Confess !  confess !  Is  not  he  the  very  picture  of 
your  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain  ?  " 

"No  ■  "  said  Ernest,  bluntly,  "  I  see  little  or  no  likeness." 

"  Then  so  much  the  worse  for  the  Great  Stone  Face  ! " 
answered  his  neighbour ;  and  again  he  set  up  a  shout  for 
Old  Stony  Phiz. 

But  Ernest  turned  away,  melancholy,  and  almost 
despondent :  for  this  was  the  saddest  of  his  disappoint- 
ments, to  behold  a  man  who  might  have  fulfilled  the 
prophecy,  and  had  not  willed  to  do  so.  Meantime,  the 
cavalcade,  the  banners,  the  music,  and  the  barouches 
swept  past  him,  with  the  vociferous  crowd  in  the  rear, 
leaving  the  dust  to  settle  down  and  the  Great  Stone 
Face  to  be  revealed  again,  with  the  grandeur  that  it  had 
worn  for  untold  centuries. 

"  Lo,  here  I  am,  Ernest ! "  the  benign  lips  seemed  to 
say.  "  I  have  waited  longer  than  thou,  and  am  not  yet 
^veary.     Fear  not ;    the  man  will  come." 

The  years  hurried  onward,  treading  in  their  haste  on 
one   another's   heels.     And   now   they    began    to   bring 
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white  hairs,  and  scatter  them  over  the  head  of  Ernest ; 
they  made  rev^erend  wrinkles  across  his  forehead,  and 
furrows  in  his  cheeks.  He  was  an  aged  man.  But  not 
in  vain  had  he  grown  old :  more  than  the  white  hairs  on 
his  head  were  the  sage  thoughts  in  his  mind;  his 
M'^rinkles  and  furrows  were  inscriptions  that  Time  had 
graved,  and  in  which  he  had  written  legends  of  wisdom 
that  had  been  tested  by  the  tenor  of  a  life.  And  Ernest 
had  ceased  to  be  obscure.  Unsought  for,  undesired,  had 
come  the  fame  which  so  many  seek,  and  made  him  known 
in  the  great  world,  beyond  the  limits  of  the  valley 
in  which  he  had  dwelt  so  quietly.  College  professors, 
and  even  the  active  men  of  cities,  came  from  far 
to  see  and  converse  with  Ernest ;  for  the  report  had 
had  gone  abroad  that  this  simple  husbandman  had  ideas 
unlike  those  of  other  men,  not  gained  from  books,  but 
of  a  higher  tone, — a  tranquil  and  familiar  majesty,  as  if 
he  had  been  talking  with  the  angels  as  his  daily  friends. 
Whether  it  were  sage,  statesman,  or  philanthropist, 
Ernest  received  these  visitors  with  the  gentle  sincerity 
that  had  characterised  him  from  boyhood,  and  spoke 
freely  with  them  of  whatever  came  uppermost,  or  lay 
deepest  in  his  heart  or  their  own.  While  they  talked 
together,  his  face  would  kindle,  unawares,  and  shine  upon 
them,  as  with  a  mild  evening  light.  Pensive  with  the 
fulness  of  such  discourse,  his  guests  took  leave  and  went 
their  way ;  and  passing  up  the  valley,  paused  to  look  at 
the  Great  Stone  Face,  imagining  that  they  had  seen  its 
likeness  in  a  human  countenance,  but  could  not  remember 
where. 

While  Ernest  had  been  growing  up  and  growing  old, 
a  bountiful  providence  had  granted  a  new  poet  to  this 
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earth.  He,  likewise,  was  a  native  of  the  valley,  but  had 
spent  the  greater  part  of  his  life  at  a  distance  from  that 
romantic  region,  pouring  out  his  sweet  music  amid  the 
bustle  and  din  of  cities.  Often,  however,  did  the  moun- 
tains which  had  been  familiar  to  him  in  his  childhood  lift 
their  snowy  peaks  into  the  clear  atmosphere  of  his  poetry. 
Neither  was  the  Great  Stone  Face  forgotten,  for  the  poet 
had  celebrated  it  in  an  ode,  which  was  grand  enough  to 
have  been  uttered  by  its  own  majestic  lips.  This  man  of 
genius,  we  may  say,  had  come  down  from  heaven  with 
wonderful  endowments.  If  he  sang  of  a  mountain,  the 
eyes  of  all  mankind  beheld  a  mightier  grandeur  reposing 
on  its  breast,  or  soaring  to  its  summit,  than  had  before 
been  seen  there.  If  his  theme  w^ere  a  lovely  lake,  a 
celestial  smile  had  now  been  thrown  over  it,  to  gleam 
forever  on  its  surface.  If  it  were  the  vast  old  sea,  even 
the  deep  immensity  of  its  dread  bosom  seemed  to  swell 
the  higher,  as  if  moved  by  the  emotions  of  the  song. 
Thus  the  world  assumed  another  and  a  better  aspect 
from  the  hour  that  tlie  poet  blessed  it  with  his  happy 
eyes.  The  Creator  had  bestowed  him,  as  the  last  best 
touch  to  His  own  handiwork.  Creation  was  not  finished 
till  the  poet  came  to  interpret,  and  so  complete  it. 

The  effect  was  no  less  high  and  beautiful,  when  his 
human  brethren  were  the  subject  of  his  verse.  The  man 
or  woman  sordid  with  the  common  dust  of  life,  who 
crossed  his  daily  path,  and  the  little  child  who  played  in 
it,  w^ere  glorified  if  he  beheld  them  in  his  mood  of  poetic 
faith.  He  showed  the  golden  links  of  the  great  chain 
that  intertwined  them  with  an  angelic  kindred;  he 
brought  out  tlie  hidden  traits  of  a  celestial  birth  that 
made  them  worthy  of  such  kin.      Some,  indeed,  there 
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were,  who  thought  to  show  the  soundness  of  their  judg- 
ment by  affirming  that  all  the  beauty  and  dignity  of  the 
natural  world  existed  only  in  the  poet's  fancy.  Let  such 
men  speak  for  themselves,  who  undoubtedly  appear  to 
have  been  spawned  forth  by  Nature  with  a  contemptuous 
bitterness :  she  having  plastered  them  up  out  of  her 
refuse  stuff,  after  all  the  swine  were  made.  As  respects 
all  things  else,  the  poet's  ideal  was  the  truest  truth. 

The  songs  of  this  poet  found  their  way  to  Ernest.  He 
read  them  after  his  customary  toil,  seated  on  the  bench 
before  his  cottage  door,  where  for  such  a  length  of  time 
he  had  filled  his  repose  with  thought,  by  gazing  at  the 
Great  Stone  Face.  And  now  as  he  read  stanzas  that 
caused  the  soul  to  thrill  within  him,  he  lifted  his  eyes  to 
the  vast  countenance  beaming  on  him  so  benignantly. 

"O  majestic  friend,"  he  murmured,  addressing  the  Great 
Stone  Face,  "  is  not  this  man  worthy  to  resemble  thee  ? " 

The  Face  seemed  to  smile  but  answered  not  a  word. 

Now  it  happened  that  the  poet,  though  he  dwelt  so  far 
away,  had  not  only  heard  of  Ernest,  but  had  meditated 
much  upon  his  character,  until  he  deemed  nothing  so 
desirable  as  to  meet  this  man,  whose  untaught  wisdom 
walked  hand  in  hand  with  the  noble  simplicity  of  his 
life.  One  summer  morning,  therefore,  he  took  passage 
by  the  railroad,  and,  in  the  decline  of  the  afternoon, 
alighted  from  the  cars  at  no  great  distance  from  Ernest's 
cottage.  The  great  hotel,  which  had  formerly  been  the 
palace  of  Mr.  Gathergold,  was  close  at  hand,  but  the 
poet,  with  his  carpet-bag  on  his  arm,  inquired  at  once 
where  Ernest  dwelt,  and  was  resolved  to  be  accepted  as 
his  ofuest. 
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Approaching  the  door,  he  there  found  the  good  old 
man,  holding  a  volume  in  his  hand,  which  alternately 
he  read,  and  then,  with  a  finger  between  the  leaves, 
looked  lovingly  at  the  Great  Stone  Face. 

"  Good  evening,"  said  the  poet.  "  Can  you  give  a 
traveller  a  night's  lodging  ? " 

"  Willingly,"  answered  Ernest ;  and  then  he  added, 
smiling,  "Methinks  I  never  saw  the  Great  Stone  Face 
look  so  hospitably  at  a  stranger." 

The  poet  sat  down  on  the  bench  beside  him,  and  he 
and  Ernest  talked  together.  Often  had  the  poet  held 
intercourse  with  the  wittiest  and  the  wisest,  but  never 
before  with  a  man  like  Ernest,  whose  thoughts  and 
feelings  gushed  up  with  such  a  natural  freedom,  and  who 
made  great  truths  so  familiar  by  his  simple  utterance  of 
them.  Angels,  as  had  been  so  often  said,  seemed  to  have 
wrought  with  him  at  his  labour  in  the  fields ;  angels 
seemed  to  have  sat  with  him  by  the  fireside ;  and, 
dwelling  with  angels  as  friend  with  friends,  he  had 
imbibed  the  sublimity  of  their  ideas,  and  imbued  it  with 
the  sweet  and  lowly  charm  of  household  words.  So 
thought  the  poet.  And  Ernest,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
moved  and  agitated  by  the  living  images  which  the  poet 
flung  out  of  his  mind,  and  which  peopled  all  the  air 
about  the  cottage  door  with  shapes  of  beauty,  both  gay 
and  pensive.  The  sympathies  of  these  two  ilien  instructed 
them  with  a  profounder  sense  than  either  could  have 
attained  alone.  Their  minds  accorded  into  one  strain, 
and  made  delightful  music  which  neither  of  them  could 
have  claimed  as  all  his  own,  nor  distinguished  his  own 
share  from   the   other's.     They   led  one  another,  as  it 
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were,  into  a  high  pavilion  of  their  thoughts,  so  remote 
and  hitherto  so  dim  that  they  had  never  entered  it 
before,  and  so  beautiful  that  they  desired  to  be  there 
always. 

As  Ernest  listened  to  the  poet,  he  imagined  that  the 
Great  Stone  Face  was  bending  forward  to  listen  too.  He 
gazed  earnestly  into  the  poet's  glowing  eyes. 

"  Who  are  you,  my  strangely  gifted  guest  ? "  he  said. 

The  poet  laid  his  finger  on  the  volume  that  Ernest 
had  been  reading. 

"  You  have  read  these  poems,"  said  he.  "  You  know 
me,  then, — for  I  wrote  them." 

Again,  and  still  more  earnestly  than  before,  Ernest 
examined  the  poet's  features;  then  turned  towards  the 
Great  Stone  Face ;  then  back,  with  an  uncertain  aspect, 
to  his  guest.  But  his  countenance  fell ;  he  shook  his 
head  and  sighed. 

"  Wherefore  are  you  sad  ? "  inquired  the  poet. 

"  Because,"  replied  Ernest,  "  all  through  life  I  have 
awaited  the  fulfilment  of  a  prophecy  ;  and,  when  I  read 
these  poems,  I  hoped  that  it  might  be  fulfilled  in  you." 

"  You  hoped,"  answered  the  poet,  faintly  smiling,  "  to 
find  in  me  the  likeness  of  the  Great  Stone  Face.  And 
you  are  disappointed,  as  formerly  with  l\Ir.  Gathergold 
and  Old  Blood -and-Thunder,  and  Old  Stony  Phiz.  Yes, 
Ernest,  it  is  my  doom.  You  must  add  my  name  to  the 
illustrious  three,  and  record  another  failure  of  your 
hopes.  For — in  shame  and  sadness  do  I  speak  it, 
Ernest — I  am  not  worthy  to  be  typified  by  yonder 
benign  and  majestic  image." 
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"  And  why  ? "  asked  Ernest.  He  pointed  to  the  volume. 
"  Are  not  those  thoughts  divine  ? " 

"  They  have  a  strain  of  the  Divinity,"  repHed  the  poet. 
"You  can  hear  in  them  the  far-off  echo  of  a  heavenly 
song.  But  my  life,  dear  Ernest,  has  not  corresponded 
with  my  thought.  I  have  had  grand  dreams,  but  they 
have  been  only  dreams,  because  I  have  lived — and  that, 
too,  by  my  own  choice — among  poor  and  mean  realities. 
Sometimes  even — shall  I  dare  to  say  it  ? — I  lack  faith  in 
the  grandeur,  the  beauty,  and  the  goodness,  which  my 
own  works  are  said  to  have  made  more  evident  in  nature 
and  in  human  life.  Why,  then,  pure  seeker  of  the  good 
and  true,  shouldst  thou  hope  to  find  me,  in  yonder  image 
of  the  divine  ? " 

The  poet  spoke  sadly,  and  his  eyes  were  dim  with 
tears.     So,  likewise,  were  those  of  Ernest. 

At  the  hour  of  sunset,  as  had  long  been  his  frequent 
custom,  Ernest  was  to  discourse  to  an  assemblage  of  the 
neighbouring  inhabitants  in  the  open  air.  He  and  the 
poet,  arm  in  arm,  still  talking  together  as  they  went  along, 
proceeded  to  the  spot.  It  was  a  small  nook  among  the 
hills,  with  a  gray  precipice  behind,  the  stern  front  of 
which  was  relieved  by  the  pleasant  foliage  of  many 
creeping  plants  that  made  a  tapestry  for  the  naked  rock, 
by  hanging  their  festoons  from  all  its  rugged  angles. 
At  a  small  elevation  above  the  ground,  set  in  a  rich 
framework  of  verdure,  there  appeared  a  niche,  spacious 
enough  to  admit  a  human  figure,  with  freedom  for  such 
gestures  as  spontaneously  accompany  earnest  thought 
and  genuine  emotion.  Into  this  natural  pulpit  Ernest 
ascended,  and  threw  a  look  of  familiar  kindness  around 
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upon  his  audience.  They  stood,  or  sat,  or  reclined  upon 
the  grass,  as  seemed  good  to  each,  with  the  departing 
sunshine  falHng  obHquely  over  them,  and  mingling  its 
subdued  cheerfuhiess  with  the  solemnity  of  a  grove  of 
ancient  trees,  beneath  and  amid  the  boughs  of  which  the 
golden  rays  were  constrained  to  pass.  In  another  direc- 
tion was  seen  the  Great  Stone  Face,  with  the  same  cheer, 
combined  with  the  same  solemnity,  in  its  benignant 
aspect. 

Ernest  began  to  speak,  giving  to  the  people  of  what 
was  in  his  heart  and  mind.  His  words  had  power, 
because  they  accorded  with  his  thoughts ;  and  his 
thoughts  had  reality  and  depth,  because  they  harmon- 
ized with  the  life  which  he  had  always  lived.  It  was 
not  mere  breath  that  this  preacher  uttered ;  they  were 
the  words  of  life,  because  a  life  of  good  deeds  and  holy 
love  was  melted  into  them.  Pearls,  pure  and  rich,  had 
been  dissolved  into  this  precious  draught.  The  poet,  as 
he  listened,  felt  that  the  being  and  character  of  Ernest 
were  a  nobler  strain  of  poetry  than  he  had  ever  written. 
His  eyes  glistened  with  tears,  he  gazed  reverentially  at 
the  venerable  man,  and  said  within  himself  that  never 
was  there  an  aspect  so  worthy  of  a  prophet  and  a  sage 
as  that  mild,  sweet,  thoughtful  countenance,  with  the 
glory  of  white  hair  diffused  about  it.  At  a  distance,  but 
distinctly  to  be  seen,  high  up  in  the  golden  light  of  the 
setting  sun,  appeared  the  Great  Stone  Face,  with  hoary 
mists  around  it,  like  the  white  hairs  around  the  brow  of 
Ernest.  Its  look  of  grand  beneficence  seemed  to  embrace 
the  world. 

At  that  moment,  in  sympathy  with  a  thought  which 
he  was  about  to  utter,  the  face   of  Ernest  assumed  a 
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grandeur  of  expression,  so  imbued  with  benevolence,  that 
the  poet,  by  an  irresistible  impulse,  threw  his  arms  aloft, 
and  shouted, — 

"  Behold  !  Behold  !  Ernest  is  himself  the  likeness  of 
the  Great  Stone  Face  ! " 

Then  all  the  people  looked,  and  saw  that  what  the 
deep-sighted  poet  said  was  true.  The  prophecy  was 
fulfilled.  But  Ernest,  having  finished  what  he  had  to 
say,  took  the  poet's  arm,  and  walked  slowly  homeward, 
still  hoping  that  some  wiser  and  better  man  than  himself 
would,  by  and  by,  appear,  bearing  a  resemblance  to  the 
Great  Stone  Face. 
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A  young  fellow,  a  tobacco  pedlar  by  trade,  was  on  his 
way  from  Morristown,  where  he  had  dealt  largely  with 
the  Deacon  of  the  Shaker  settlement,  to  the  village  of 
Parker's  Falls,  on  Salmon  River.  He  had  a  neat  little 
cart  painted  green,  with  a  box  of  cigars  depicted  on  each 
side  panel,  and  an  Indian  chief,  holding  a  pipe  and  a 
golden  tobacco  stalk,  on  the  rear.  The  pedlar  drove  a 
smart  little  mare,  and  was  a  young  man  of  excellent 
character,  keen  at  a  bargain,  but  none  the  worse  liked  by 
the  Yankees ;  who,  as  I  have  heard  them  say,  would 
rather  be  shaved  with  a  sharp  razor  than  a  dull  one. 
Especially  was  he  beloved  by  the  pretty  girls  along  the 
Connecticut,  whose  favour  he  used  to  court  by  presents 
of  the  best  smoking  tobacco  in  his  stock  ;  knowing  well 
that  the  country  lasses  of  New  England  are  generally 


MR.   HIGGINBOTHAM'S  CATASTROPHE.  95 

great  performers  on  pipes.  Moreover,  as  will  be  seen  in 
the  course  of  my  story,  the  pedlar  was  inquisitive,  and 
something  of  a  tattler,  always  itching  to  hear  the  news 
and  anxious  to  tell  it  again. 

After  an  early  breakfast  at  Morristown,  the  tobacco 
pedlar,  whose  name  was  Dominicus  Pike,  had  travelled 
seven  miles  through  a  solitary  piece  of  woods,  without 
speaking  a  word  to  anybody  but  himself  and  his  little 
gray  mare.  It  being  nearly  seven  o'clock,  he  was  as 
eager  to  hold  a  morning  gossip  as  a  city  shop-keeper  to 
read  the  morning  paper.  An  opportunity  seemed  at 
hand  when,  after  lighting  a  cigar  with  a  sun-glass,  he 
looked  up,  and  perceived  a  man  coming  over  the  brow  of 
the  hill,  at  the  foot  of  which  the  pedlar  had  stopped  his 
green  cart.  Dominicus  watched  him  as  he  descended, 
and  noticed  that  he  carried  a  bundle  over  his  shoulder  on 
the  end  of  a  stick,  and  travelled  with  a  weary,  yet 
determined  pace.  He  did  not  look  as  if  he  had  started 
in  the  freshness  of  the  morning,  but  had  footed  it  all 
night,  and  meant  to  do  the  same  all  day. 

"  Good  morning,  mister,"  said  Dominicus,  when  within 
speaking  distance.  "  You  go  a  pretty  good  jog.  What's 
the  latest  news  at  Parker's  Falls  ?  " 

The  man  pulled  the  broad  brim  of  a  gray  hat  over  his 
eyes,  and  answered,  rather  sullenly,  that  he  did  not  come 
from  Parker's  Falls,  which,  as  being  the  limit  of  his  own 
day's  journey,  the  pedlar  had  naturally  mentioned  in  his 
inquiry. 

"  Well  then,"  rejoined  Dominicus  Pike,  "  let's  have  the 
latest  news  where  you  did  come  from.  I'm  not  particular 
about  Parker's  Falls.     Any  place  will  answer." 
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Being  thus  importuned,  the  traveller — who  was  as  ill- 
looking  a  fellow  as  one  would  desire  to  meet  in  a  solitary 
piece  of  woods — appeared  to  hesitate  a  little,  as  if  he 
was  either  searching  his  memory  for  news,  or  weighing 
the  expediency  of  telling  it.  At  last,  mounting  on  the 
step  of  the  cart,  he  whispered  in  the  ear  of  Dominicus, 
though  he  might  have  shouted  aloud  and  no  other  mortal 
would  have  heard  him.* 

"  I  do  remember  one  little  trifle  of  news,"  said  he. 
"  Old  Mr.  Higginbotham,  of  Kimballton,  was  murdered 
in  his  orchard,  at  eight  o'clock  last  night,  by  an  Irishman 
and  a  nigger.  They  strung  him  up  to  the  branch  of  a 
St.  Michael's  pear  tree,  where  nobody  would  find  him 
till  the  morning." 

As  soon  as  this  horrible  intelligence  was  communi- 
cated, the  stranger  betook  himself  to  his  journey  again, 
with  more  speed  than  ever,  not  even  turning  his  head 
when  Dominicus  invited  him  to  smoke  a  Spanish  cigar 
and  relate  all  the  particulars.  The  pedlar  whistled  to 
his  mare  and  went  up  the  hill,  pondering  on  the  doleful 
fate  of  Mr.  Higginbotham  whom  he  had  known  in  the 
way  of  trade,  having  sold  him  many  a  bunch  of  long 
nines,  and  a  great  deal  of  pigtail,  lady's  twist,  and  fig 
tobacco.  He  was  rather  astonished  at  the  rapidity  with 
which  the  news  had  spread.  Kimballton  was  nearly 
sixty  miles  distant  in  a  straight  line ;  the  murder  had 
been  perpetrated  only  at  eight  o'clock  the  preceding 
night ;  yet  Dominicus  had  heard  of  it  at  seven  in  the 
morning,  when,  in  all  probability,  poor  Mr.  Higgin- 
botham's  own  family  had  but  just  discovered  his  corpse, 
hanging  on  the  St.  Michael's  pear-tree.     The  stranger  on 
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foot  must  have  worn  seven-league  boots  to  travel  at  such 
a  rate. 

"  111  news  flies  fast,  tliey  say,"  thought  Dominicus 
Pike ;  "  but  this  beats  railroads.  The  fellow  ought  to  be 
hired  to  go  express  with  the  President's  Message." 

The  difficulty  was  solved  by  supposing  that  the  narrator 
had  made  a  mistake  of  one  day  in  the  date  of  the 
occurrence ;  so  that  our  friend  did  not  hesitate  to  intro- 
duce the  story  at  every  tavern  and  country  store  along 
the  road,  expending  a  whole  bunch  of  Spanish  wrappers 
among  at  least  twenty  horrified  audiences.  He  found 
himself  invariably  the  first  bearer  of  the  intelligence, 
and  was  so  pestered  with  questions  that  he  could  not 
avoid  filling  up  the  outline,  till  it  became  quite  a  respect- 
able narrative.  He  met  with  one  piece  of  corroborative 
evidence.  Mr.  Higginbotham  was  a  trader ;  and  a  former 
clerk  of  his,  to  whom  Dominicus  related  the  facts,  testified 
that  the  old  gentleman  was  accustomed  to  return  home 
through  the  orchard  about  nightfall,  with  the  money  and 
valuable  papers  of  the  store  in  his  pocket.  The  clerk 
manifested  but  little  grief  at  Mr.  Higginbotham 's  catas- 
trophe, hinting,  what  the  pedlar  had  discovered  in  his  own 
dealings  with  him,  that  he  was  a  crusty  old  fellow,  as 
close  as  a  vice.  His  property  would  descend  to  a  pretty 
niece  who  was  now  keeping  school  in  Kimballton. 

What  with  telling  the  news  for  the  public  good,  and 
driving  bargains  for  his  own,  Dominicus  was  so  much 
delayed  on  the  road  that  he  chose  to  put  up  at  a  tavern, 
about  five  miles  short  of  Parker's  Falls.  After  supper, 
lighting  one  of  his  prime  cigars,  he  seated  himself  in  the 
bar-room,  and  went  through  the  story   of  the  murder, 
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which  had  grown  so  fast  tliat  it  took  him  half-an-hour 
to  tell.  There  were  as  many  as  twenty  people  in  the 
room,  nineteen  of  whom  received  it  all  for  gospel.  But 
the  twentieth  was  an  elderly  farmer,  who  had  arrived  on 
horseback  a  short  time  before,  and  was  now  seated  in  a 
corner  smoking  his  pipe.  Wlien  the  story  was  concluded, 
he  rose  up  very  deliberately,  brought  his  chair  right  in 
front  of  Dominicus,  and  stared  him  full  in  the  face,  puffing 
out  the  vilest  tobacco  smoke  the  pedlar  had  ever  smelt. 

"  Will  you  make  affidavit,"  demanded  he,  in  the  tone 
of  a  country  justice  taking  an  examination,  "that  old 
Squire  Higginbotham  of  Kimballton  was  murdered  in 
his  orchard  the  night  before  last,  and  found  hanging  on 
his  great  pear-tree  yesterday  morning  ? " 

"  I  tell  the  story  as  I  heard  it,  mister,"  answered 
Dominicus,  dropping  his  half-burnt  cigar ;  "  I  don't  say 
that  I  saw  the  thing  done.  So  I  can't  take  my  oath  that 
he  was  murdered  exactly  in  that  way." 

"  But  I  can  take  mine,"  said  the  farmer,  "  that  if 
Squire  Higginbotham  was  murdered  night  before  last, 
I  drank  a  glass  of  bitters  with  his  ghost  this  morning. 
Being  a  neighbour  of  mine,  he  called  me  into  his  store, 
as  I  was  riding  by,  and  treated  me,  and  then  asked  me 
to  do  a  little  business  for  him  on  the  road.  He  didn't 
seem  to  know  any  more  about  his  own  murder  than 
I  did." 

"  Why,  then,  it  can't  be  a  fact ! "  exclaimed  Dominicus 
Pike. 

"  I  guess  he'd  have  mentioned,  if  it  was,"  said  the  old 
farmer ;  and  he  removed  his  chair  back  to  the  corner, 
leaving  Dominicus  quite  down  in  the  mouth. 
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Here  was  a  sad  resurrection  of  old  Mr.  Higginbotham ! 
The  pedlar  had  no  heart  to  mingle  in  the  conversation 
any  more,  but  comforted  himself  with  a  glass  of  gin  and 
water,  and  went  to  bed  where,  all  night  long,  he  dreamed 
of  hanging  on  the  St.  Michael's  pear-tree.  To  avoid  the 
old  farmer  (whom  he  so  detested  that  his  suspension 
would  have  pleased  him  better  than  Mr.  Higginbotham's), 
Dominicus  rose  in  the  gray  of  the  morning,  put  the  little 
mare  into  the  green  cart,  and  trotted  swiftly  away  towards 
Parker's  Falls.  The  fresh  breeze,  the  dewy  road,  and  the 
pleasant  summer  dawn,  revived  his  spirits,  and  might 
have  encouraged  him  to  repeat  the  old  story  had  there 
been  anybody  awake  to  hear  it.  But  he  met  neither  ox 
team,  light  wagon  chaise,  horseman,  nor  foot  traveller, 
till,  just  as  he  crossed  Salmon  River,  a  man  came  trudging 
down  to  the  bridge  with  a  bundle  over  his  shoulder,  on 
the  end  of  a  stick. 

"  Good  morning,  mister,"  said  the  pedlar,  reining  in  his 
mare.  "  If  you  come  from  Kimballton  or  that  neighbour- 
hood, may  be  you  can  tell  me  the  real  fact  about  this 
affair  of  old  Mr.  Higginbotham.  Was  the  old  fellow 
actually  murdered  two  or  three  nights  ago,  by  an 
Irishman  and  a  nigger  ? " 

Dominicus  had  spoken  in  too  great  a  hurry  to  observe, 
at  first,  that  the  stranger  himself  had  a  deep  tinge  of 
negro  blood.  On  hearing  this  sudden  question,  the 
Ethiopian  appeared  to  change  his  skin,  its  yellow  hue 
becoming  a  ghastly  white,  while,  shaking  and  stammering, 
he  thus  replied  : — 

"  No  !  no  !  There  was  no  coloured  man  !  It  was  an 
Irishman  that  hanged  him  last  night,  at  eight  o'clock. 
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I  came  away  at  seven  !     His  folks  can't  have  looked  for 
him  in  the  orchard  yet." 

Scarcely  had  the  yellow  man  spoken,  when  he  inter- 
rupted himself,  and  though  he  seemed  weary  enough 
before,  continued  his  journey  at  a  pace  which  would 
have  kept  the  pedlar's  mare  on  a  smart  trot.  Dominicus 
started  after  him  in  great  perplexity.  If  the  murder 
had  not  been  committed  till  Tuesday  night,  who  was  the 
prophet  that  had  foretold  it,  in  all  its  circumstances,  on 
Tuesday  morning  ?  If  Mr.  Higginbotham's  corpse  were 
not  yet  discovered  by  his  own  family,  how  came  the 
mulatto,  at  above  thirty  miles'  distance,  to  know  that  he 
was  hanging  in  the  orchard,  especially  as  he  had  left 
Kiraballton  before  the  unfortunate  man  was  hanged  at 
all  ?  These  ambiguous  circumstances,  with  the  stranger's 
surprise  and  terror,  made  Dominicus  think  of  making  a 
hue  and  cry  after  him,  as  an  accomplice  in  the  murder ; 
since  a  murder,  it  seemed,  had  really  been  perpetrated. 

"  But  let  the  poor  devil  go,"  thought  the  pedlar. 
"  I  don't  want  his  black  blood  on  my  head ;  and  hanging 
the  nigger  wouldn't  unhang  Mr.  Higginbotham.  Unhang 
the  old  gentleman  !  It's  a  sin,  I  know ;  but  I  should 
hate  to  have  him  come  to  life  a  second  time,  and  give 
me  the  lie  ! " 

With  these  meditations,  Dominicus  Pike  drove  into 
the  street  of  Parker's  Falls,  which,  as  everybody  knows, 
is  as  thriving  a  village  as  three  cotton  factories  and  a 
slitting  mill  can  make  it.  The  machinery  was  not  in 
motion,  and  but  a  few  of  the  shop  doors  unbarred,  when 
he  alighted  in  the  stable  yard  of  the  tavern,  and  made  it 
his  first  business  to  order  the  mare  four  quarts  of  oats. 
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His  second  duty,  of  course,  was  to  impart  Mr.  Higgin- 
botham's  catastrophe  to  the  hostler.  He  deemed  it 
advisable,  however,  not  to  be  too  positive  as  to  the  date 
of  the  direful  fact,  and  also  to  be  uncertain  whether  it 
were  perpetrated  by  an  Irishman  and  a  mulatto,  or  by 
the  son  of  Erin  alone.  Neither  did  he  profess  to  relate 
it  on  his  own  authority,  or  that  of  any  one  person ;  but 
mentioned  it  as  a  report  generally  diffused. 

The  story  ran  through  the  town  like  fire  among 
girdled  trees,  and  became  so  much  the  universal  talk 
that  nobody  could  tell  whence  it  had  originated.  Mr. 
Hio-ainbotham  was  as  well  known  at  Parker's  Falls  as 
any  citizen  of  the  place,  being  part  owner  of  the  slitting 
mill,  and  a  considerable  stockholder  in  the  cotton 
factories.  The  inhabitants  felt  their  own  prosperity 
interested  in  his  fate.  Such  was  the  excitement,  that 
the  Parker's  Falls  Gazette  anticipated  its  regular  day  of 
publication,  and  came  out  with  half  a  form  of  blank  paper 
and  a  column  of  double  pica  emphasized  with  capitals, 
and  headed  HORRID  MURDER  OF  MR.  HIGGIN- 
BOTHAM !  Among  other  dreadful  details,  the  printed 
account  described  the  mark  of  the  cord  round  the  dead 
man's  neck,  and  stated  the  number  of  thousand  dollars 
of  which  he  had  been  robbed ;  there  was  much  pathos 
also  about  the  affliction  of  his  niece,  who  had  gone  from 
one  fainting  fit  to  another,  ever  since  her  uncle  was 
found  hanging  on  the  St.  Michael's  pear-tree  with  his 
pockets  inside  out.  The  village  poet  likewise  com- 
memorated the  young  lady's  grief  in  seventeen  stanzas 
of  a  ballad.  The  selectmen  held  a  meeting,  and,  in  con- 
sideration of  Mr.  Higginbotham's  claims  on  the  town, 
determined  to  issue  handbills,  offering  a  reward  of  five 
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hundred  dollars  for  the  apprehension  of  his  murderers, 
and  the  recovery  of  the  stolen  property. 

Meanwhile  the  whole  population  of  Parker's  Falls, 
consisting  of  shopkeepers,  mistresses  of  boarding-houses, 
factory  girls,  millmen,  and  school  boys,  rushed  into  the 
street  and  kept  up  such  a  terrible  loquacity  as  more  than 
compensated  for  the  silence  of  the  cotton  machines, 
which  refrained  from  their  usual  din  out  of  respect  to 
the  deceased.  Had  Mr.  Higginbotham  cared  about 
posthumous  renown,  his  untimely  ghost  would  have 
exulted  in  this  tumult.  Our  friend  Dominicus,  in  his 
vanity  of  heart,  forgot  his  intended  precautions,  and 
mounting  on  the  town  pump,  announced  himself  as  the 
bearer  of  the  authentic  intelligence  which  had  caused  so 
wonderful  a  sensation.  He  immediately  became  the 
great  man  of  the  moment,  and  had  just  begun  a 
new  edition  of  the  narrative,  with  a  voice  like  a 
field  preacher,  when  the  mail  stage  drove  into  the 
village  street.  It  had  travelled  all  night,  and  must 
have  shifted  horses  at  Kimballton,  at  three  in  the 
morning. 

"  Now  we  shall  hear  all  the  particulars,"  shouted  the 
crowd. 

The  coach  rumbled  up  to  the  piazza  of  the  tavern, 
followed  by  a  thousand  people  ;  for  if  any  man  had  been 
minding  his  own  business  till  then,  he  now  left  it  at  sixes 
and  sevens,  to  hear  the  news.  The  pedlar,  foremost  in 
the  race,  discovered  two  passengers,  both  of  whom  had 
been  startled  from  a  comfortable  nap  to  find  themselves 
in  the  centre  of  a  mob.  Every  man  assailing  them  with 
separate  questions,  all  propounded  at  once,  the  couple 
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were  struck  speechless,  though  one  was  a  lawj^er  and  the 
other  a  young  lady. 

"  Mr.  Higginbotham  !  Mr.  Higginbotham  !  Tell  us  thje 
particulars  about  old  Mr.  Higginbotham  ! "  bawled  the 
mob.  "What  is  the  coroner's  verdict?  Are  the  murderers 
apprehended  ?  Is  Mr.  Higginbotham 's  niece  come  out  of 
her  fainting  fits  ?  Mr.  Higginbotham  !  Mr.  Higgin- 
botham ! ! " 

The  coachman  said  not  a  word,  except  to  swear  awfully 
at  the  hostler  for  not  bringing  him  a  fresh  team  of  horses. 
The  lawyer  inside  had  generally  his  wits  about  him  even 
when  asleep ;  the  first  thing  he  did,  after  learning  the 
cause  of  the  excitement,  was  to  produce  a  large,  red 
pocket-book.  Meantime  Donllnicus  Pike,  being  an  ex- 
tremely polite  young  man,  and  also  suspecting  that  a 
female  tongue  would  tell  the  story  as  glibly  as  a  law- 
yer's, had  handed  the  lady  out  of  the  coach.  She  was  a 
fine,  smart  girl,  now  wide  awake  and  bright  as  a  button, 
and  had  such  a  sweet  pretty  mouth,  that  Dominicus 
would  almost  as  lief  have  heard  a  love  tale  from  it  as  a 
tale  of  murder. 

"  Gentlemen  and  ladies,"  said  the  lawyer  to  the  shop- 
keepers, the  millmen,  and  the  factory  girls,  "  I  can  assure 
you  that  some  unaccountable  mistake,  or,  more  probably, 
a  wilful  falsehood,  maliciously  contrived  to  injure  Mr. 
Higginbotham's  credit,  has  excited  this  singular  uproar. 
We  passed  through  Kimballton  at  three  o'clock  this 
morning,  and  most  certainly  should  have  been  informed 
of  the  murder  had  any  been  perpetrated.  But  I  have 
proof  nearly  as  strong  as  Mr.  Higginbotham's  own  oral 
testimony,  in  the  negative.     Here  is  a  note  relating  to  a 
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suit  of  his  in  the  Connecticut  courts,  which  was  delivered 
me  from  that  gentleman  himself.  I  find  it  dated  at  ten 
o'clock  last  evening." 

So  saying,  the  lawyer  exhibited  the  date  and  signature 
of  the  note,  which  irrefragably  proved,  either  that  this 
perverse  Mr.  Higginbotham  was  alive  when  he  wrote  it, 
or — as  some  deemed  the  more  probable  case,  of  two 
doubtful  ones — that  he  was  so  absorbed  in  worldly 
business  as  to  continue  to  transact  it  even  after  his 
death.  But  unexpected  evidence  was  forthcoming.  The 
young  lady,  after  listening  to  the  pedlar's  explanation 
merely  seized  a  moment  to  smooth  her  gown  and  put  her 
curls  in  order,  and  then  appeared  at  the  tavern  door, 
making  a  modest  signal  tabe  heard. 

"  Good  people,"  said  she,  "  I  am  Mr.  Higginbotham's 
niece." 

A  wondering  murmur  passed  through  the  crowd  on 
beholding  her  so  rosy  and  bright;  that  same  unhappy 
niece,  whom  they  had  supposed,  on  the  authority  of  the 
Parker's  Falls  Gazette  to  be  lying  at  death's  door  in  a 
fainting  fit.  But  some  shrewd  fellows  had  doubted,  all 
along,  whether  a  young  lady  would  be  quite  so  desperate 
at  the  hanging  of  a  rich  old  uncle. 

"  You  see,"  continued  Miss  Higginbotham,  with  a 
smile,  "  That  this  strange  story  is  quite  unfounded  as  to 
myself ;  and  I  believe  I  may  aflarm  it  to  be  equally  so  in 
regard  to  my  dear  uncle  Higginbotham.  He  has  the 
kindness  to  give  me  a  home  in  his  house,  though  I  con- 
tribute to  my  own  support  by  teaching  a  school.  I  left 
Kimballton  this  morning  to  spend  the  vacation  of  com- 
mencement week  with  a  friend,  about  five  miles  from 
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Parker's  Falls.  My  generous  uncle,  when  he  heard  me 
on  the  stairs,  called  me  to  his  bedside,  and  gave  me  two 
dollars  and  fifty  cents  to  pay  my  stage  fare,  and  another 
dollar  for  my  extra  expenses.  He  then  laid  his  pocket- 
book  under  his  pillow,  shook  hands  with  me,  and  advised 
me  to  take  some  biscuit  in  my  bag,  instead  of  break- 
fasting on  the  road.  I  feel  confident,  therefore,  that  I 
left  iny  beloved  relative  alive,  and  trust  that  I  shall  find 
him  so  on  my  return." 

The  young  lady  courtesied  at  the  close  of  her  speech, 
which  was  so  sensible  and  well  worded,  and  delivered 
with  such  grace  and  propriety,  that  everybody  thought 
her  fit  to  be  preceptress  of  the  best  academy  in  the  State. 
But  a  stranger  would  have  supposed  that  Mr.  Higgin- 
botham  was  an  object  of  abhorrence  at  Parker's  Falls, 
and  that  a  thanksgiving  had  been  proclaimed  for  his 
murder ;  so  excessive  was  the  wrath  of  the  inhabitants 
on  learning  their  mistake.  The  millmen  resolved  to 
bestow  public  honours  on  Dominicus  Pike,  only  hesitat- 
ing whether  to  tar  and  feather  him,  ride  him  on  a  rail, 
or  refresh  him  with  an  ablution  at  the  town  pump,  on 
the  top  of  which  he  had  declared  himself  the  bearer  of 
the  news.  The  selectmen,  by  advice  of  the  lawyer,  spoke 
of  prosecuting  him  for  a  misdemeanor,  in  circulating 
unfounded  reports,  to  the  great  disturbance  of  the  peace 
of  the  Commonwealth.  Nothing  saved  Dominicus, 
either  from  mob  law  or  a  court  of  justice,  but  an 
eloquent  appeal  made  by  the  young  lady  in  his  behalf. 
Addressing  a  few  words  of  heartfelt  gratitude  to  his 
benefactress,  he  mounted  the  green  cart  and  rode  out 
of  town,  under  a  discharge  of  artillery  from  the  school- 
boys, who  found  plenty  of  ammunition  in  the  neighbouring 
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clay-pits  and  mud  holes.  As  he  turned  his  head  to 
exchange  a  farewell  glance  with  Mr.  Higginbotham's 
niece,  a  ball,  of  the  consistence  of  hasty  pudding,  hit  him 
slap  in  the  mouth,  giving  him  a  most  grim  aspect.  His 
whole  person  was  so  bespattered  -with  the  like  filthy 
missiles,  that  he  had  almost  a  mind  to  ride  back,  and 
supplicate  for  the  threatened  ablution  at  the  town  pump ; 
for,  though  not  meant  in  kindness,  it  would  now  have 
been  a  deed  of  charity. 

However,  the  sun  shone  bright  on  poor  Dominicus, 
and  the  mud,  an  emblem  of  all  stains  of  undeserved 
opprobrium,  was  easily  brushed  ofi"  when  dry.  Being  a 
funny  rogue,  his  heart  soon  cheered  up;  nor  could  he 
refrain  from  a  hearty  laugh  at  the  uproar  which  his 
story  had  excited.  The  handbills  of  the  selectmen  would 
cause  the  commitment  of  all  the  vagabonds  in  the  State ; 
the  paragraph  in  the  Parker's  Falls  Gazette  w^ould  be 
reprinted  from  Maine  to  Florida,  and  perhaps  form  an 
item  in  the  London  newspapers ;  and  many  a  miser 
would  tremble  for  his  money  bags  and  life,  on  learning 
the  catastrophe  of  Mr.  Higginbotham.  The  pedlar  medi- 
tated with  much  fervour  on  the  charms  of  the  young 
schoolmistress,  and  swore  that  Daniel  Webster  never 
spoke  nor  looked  so  like  an  angel  as  Miss  Higginbotham, 
while  defending  him  from  the  wrathful  populace  at 
Parker's  Falls. 

Dominicus  was  now  on  the  Kimballton  turnpike 
having  all  along  determined  to  visit  that  place,  though 
business  had  drawn  him  out  of  the  most  direct  road 
from  Morristown.  As  he  approached  the  scene  of  the 
supposed  murder,  he  continued  to  revolve  the  circum- 
stances in  his  mind,  and  was  astonished  at  the  aspect 
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which  the  whole  case  assumed.  Had  nothinof  occurred 
to  corroborate  the  story  of  the  first  traveller,  it  might 
now  have  been  considered  as  a  hoax;  but  the  yellow 
man  was  evidently  acquainted  either  with  the  report  or 
the  fact ;  and  there  was  a  mystery  in  his  dismayed  and 
guilty  look  on  being  abruptly  questioned.  When,  to  this 
singular  combination  of  incidents,  it  was  added  that  the 
rumour  tallied  exactly  with  Mr.  Higginbotham's  character 
and  habits  of  life ;  and  that  he  had  an  orchard,  and  a  St. 
Michael's  pear-tree,  near  which  he  always  passed  at 
nightfall :  the  circumstantial  evidence  appeared  so  strong 
that  Dominicus  doubted  whether  the  autograph  produced 
by  the  lawyer,  or  even  the  niece's  direct  testimony,  ought 
to  be  equivalent.  Making  cautious  inquiries  along  the 
road,  the  pedlar  further  learned  that  Mr.  Higginbotham 
had  in  his  service  an  Irishman  of  doubtful  character, 
whom  he  had  hired  without  a  recommendation,  on  the 
score  of  economy. 

"  May  I  be  hanged  myself,"  exclaimed  Dominicus  Pike 
aloud,  on  reaching  the  top  of  a  lonely  hill,  "  if  I'll  believe 
old  Higginbotham  is  unhanged  till  I  see  him  with  my 
own  eyes,  and  hear  it  from  his  own  mouth  !  And  as  he's 
a  real  shaver,  I'll  have  the  minister  or  some  other 
responsible  man  for  an  indorser." 

It  was  growing  dusk  when  he  reached  the  toll-house 
on  Kimballton  turnpike,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from 
the  village  of  this  name.  His  little  mare  was  fast 
bringing  him  up  with  a  man  on  horseback,  who  trotted 
through  the  gate  a  few  rods  in  advance  of  him,  nodded 
to  the  toll-gatherer,  and  kept  on  towards  the  village. 
Dominicus  was  acquainted  with  the  tollman,  and,  while 
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making  change,  the  usual  remarks  on  tlie  weather  passed 
between  them. 

"I  suppose,"  said  the  pedlar,  throwing  back  his  whip- 
lash, to  bring  it  down  like  a  feather  on  the  mare's  flank, 
"you  have  not  seen  anything  of  old  Mr.  Higginbotham 
within  a  day  or  two  ? " 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  toll-gatherer.  "  He  passed  the 
gate  just  before  you  drove  up,  and  yonder  he  rides  now, 
if  you  can  see  him  through  the  dusk.  He's  been  to 
Woodfield  this  afternoon,  attending  a  sheriflTs  sale  there. 
The  old  man  generally  shakes  hands  and  has  a  little  chat 
with  me  ;  but  to-night,  he  nodded, — as  if  to  say,  'Charge 
my  toll,'  and  jogged  on ;  for  wherever  he  goes,  he  must 
always  be  at  home  by  eight  o'clock." 

"  So  they  tell  me,"  said  Dominicus. 

"  I  never  saw  a  man  look  so  yellow  and  thin  as  the 
squire  does,"  continued  the  toll-gatherer.  "  Says  I  to 
myself,  to-night,  he's  more  like  a  ghost  or  an  old  mummy 
than  good  flesh  and  blood." 

The  pedlar  strained  his  eyes  through  the  twilight,  and 
could  just  discern  the  horseman  now  far  ahead  on  the 
village  road.  He  seemed  to  recognize  the  rear  of  Mr. 
Higginbotham  ;  but  through  the  evening  shadows,  and 
amid  the  dust  from  tlie  horse's  feet,  the  figure  appeared 
dim  and  unsubstantial ;  as  if  the  shape  of  the  mysterious 
old  man  were  faintly  moulded  of  darkness  and  gray  light. 
Dominicus  shivered. 

"Mr.  Higginbotham  has  come  back  from  the  other 
world,  by  way  of  the  Kimballton  turnpike,"  thought  he. 

He  shook  the  reins  and  rode  forward,  keeping  about 
the  same  distance  in  the  rear  of  the  gray  old  shadow,  till 
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the  latter  was  concealed  by  a  bend  of  the  road.  On 
reaching  this  point,  the  pedlar  no  longer  saw  the  man  on 
horseback,  but  found  himself  at  the  head  of  the  village 
street,  not  far  from  a  number  of  stores  and  two  taverns, 
clustered  round  the  meeting-house  steeple.  On  his  left 
were  a  stone  wall  and  a  gate,  the  boundary  of  a  wood-lot, 
beyond  which  lay  an  orchard,  farther  still,  a  mowing  field, 
and  last  of  all,  a  house.  These  were  the  premises  of 
Mr.  Higginbotham,  whose  dwelling  stood  beside  the  old 
highway,  but  had  been  left  in  the  background  by  the 
Kimballton  turnpike.  Dominicus  knew  the  place ;  and 
the  little  mare  stopped  short  by  instinct;  for  he  was 
not  conscious  of  tightening  the  reins. 

"  For  the  soul  of  me,  I  cannot  get  by  this  gate  ! "  said 
he,  trembling.  "  I  never  shall  be  my  own  man  again,  till 
I  see  whether  Mr.  Higginbotham  is  hanging  on  the  St. 
Michael's  pear-tree  I " 

He  leaped  from  the  cart,  gave  the  rein  a  turn  round 
the  gate  post,  and  ran  along  the  green  path  of  the  wood- 
lot  as  if  Old  Nick  were  chasing  behind.  Just  then  the 
village  clock  tolled  eight,  and  as  each  deep  stroke  fell, 
Dominicus  gave  a  fresh  bound  and  flew  faster  than 
before,  till,  dim  in  the  solitary  centre  of  the  orchard,  he 
saw  the  fated  pear-tree.  One  great  branch  stretched 
from  the  old  contorted  trunk  across  tlie  path,  and  threw 
the  darkest  shadow  on  that  one  spot.  But  something 
seemed  to  struggle  beneath  the  branch. 

The  pedlar  had  never  pretended  to  more  courage  than 
befits  a  man  of  peaceable  occupation,  nor  could  he  account 
for  his  valour  on  this  awful  emergenc}^.  Certain  it  is, 
however,  that  he   rushed  forward,  prostrated  a  sturdy 
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Irishman  with  the  butt  end  of  his  whip,  and  found — not 
indeed  hanging  on  the  St.  Michael's  p  ear-tree,  but  tremb- 
ling beneath  it,  with  a  halter  round  his  neck — the  old, 
identical  Mr.  Higginbotham ! 

"  Mr.  Higginbotham,"  said  Dominicus  tremulously, 
"  you're  an  honest  man,  and  I'll  take  your  word  for  it. 
Have  you  been  hanged  or  not  ? " 

If  the  riddle  be  not  already  guessed,  a  few  words  will 
explain  the  simple  machinery  by  which  this  "coming 
event"  was  made  to  "cast  its  shadow  before."  Three 
men  had  plotted  the  robbery  and  murder  of  Mr.  Higgin- 
botham ;  two  of  them,  successivel}^,  lost  courage  and  fled, 
each  delaying  the  crime  one  night  by  their  disappearance  ; 
tjie  third  was  in  the  act  of  perpetration,  when  a 
champion,  blindly  obeying  the  call  of  fate,  like  the 
heroes  of  old  romance,  appeared  in  the  person  of 
Dominicus  Pike. 

It  only  remains  to  say,  that  Mr.  Higginbotham  took 
the  pedlar  into  high  favour,  sanctioned  his  addresses  to 
the  pretty  schoolmistress,  and  settled  his  whole  property 
on  their  children,  allowing  themselves  the  interest.  In 
due  time,  the  old  gentleman  capped  the  climax  of  his 
favours,  by  dying  a  Christian  death,  in  bed,  since  which 
melancholy  event  Dominicus  Pike  has  removed  from 
Kimballton,  and  established  a  large  tobacco  manufactory 
in  my  native  village. 


DAVID   SWAN.  Ill 

DAVID    SWAN. 


A  Fantasy. 

We  can  be  but  partially  acquainted  even  with  the 
events  which  actually  influence  our  course  through  life, 
and  our  final  destiny.  There  are  innumerable  other 
events — if  such  they  may  be  called — which  come  close 
upon  us,  yet  fade  away  without  actual  results,  or  even 
betraying  their  near  approach,  by  the  reflection  of  any 
light  or  shadow  across  our  minds.  Could  we  know  all 
the  vicissitudes  of  our  fortunes,  life  would  be  too  full  of 
hope  and  fear,  exultation  or  disappointment,  to  afford  us 
a  single  hour  of  true  serenity.  This  idea  may  be  illus- 
trated by  a  page  from  the  recent  history  of  David 
Swan. 

We  have  nothing  to  do  with  David  until  we  find  him, 
at  the  age  of  twenty,  on  the  high  road  from  his  native 
place  to  the  city  of  Boston,  where  his  uncle,  a  small 
dealer  in  the  grocery  line,  was  to  take  him  behind  the 
counter.  Be  it  enough  to  say  that  he  was  a  native  of 
New  Hampshire,  born  of  respectable  parents,  and  had 
received  an  ordinary  school  education,  with  a  classic 
finish  by  a  year  at  Gilmanton  Academy.  After  journeying 
on  foot  from  sunrise  till  nearly  noon  of  a  summer's  day, 
his  weariness  and  the  increasing  heat  determined  him  to 
sit  down  in  the  first  convenient  shade,  and  await  the 
coming  up  of  the  first  stage-coach.  As  if  planted  on 
purpose  for  him,  there  soon  appeared  a  little  tuft  of 
maples,  with  a  delightful  recess  in  the  midst,  and  such  a 
fresh  bubbling*  spring  that  it  seemed  never  to  have 
sparkled  for  any  wayfarer  but  David  Swan.     Vii'gin  or 
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not,  he  kissed  it  Avith  his  thirsty  hps,  and  then  flung 
himself  along  the  brink,  pillowing  his  head  upon  some 
shirts  and  a  pair  of  pantaloons,  tied  up  in  a  striped 
cotton  handkerchief.  The  sunbeams  could  not  reach 
him ;  the  dust  did  not  yet  rise  from  the  road  after  the 
heavy  rain  of  yesterday ;  and  his  grassy  lair  suited  the 
young  man  better  than  a  bed  of  down.  The  spring 
murmured  drowsily  beside  him ;  the  branches  waved 
dreamily  across  the  blue  sky  overhead ;  and  a  deep  sleep, 
perchance  hiding  dreams  within  its  depths,  fell  upon 
David  Swan.  But  we  are  to  relate  events  which  he  did 
not  dream  of. 

While  he  lay  sound  asleep  in  the  shade,  other  people 
were  wide  awake,  and  passed  to  and  fro,  afoot,  on  horse- 
back, and  in  all  sorts  of  vehicles,  along  the  sunny  road 
by  his  bedchamber.  Some  looked  neither  to  the  right 
nor  the  left,  and  knew  not  that  he  was  there;  some 
merely  glanced  that  way,  without  admitting  the  slum- 
berer  among  their  busy  thoughts ;  some  laughed  to  see 
how  soundly  he  slept;  and  several,  whose  hearts  were 
brimming  full  of  scorn,  ejected  their  venomous  super- 
fluity upon  David  Swan.  A  middle-aged  widow,  when 
nobody  else  was  near,  thrust  her  head  a  little  way  into 
the  recess,  and  vowed  that  the  young  fellow  looked 
charming  in  his  sleep.  A  temperance  lecturer  saw  him, 
and  wrought  poor  David  into  the  lecture  of  his  evening's 
discourse,  as  an  awful  instance  of  dead  drunkenness  by 
the  roadside.  But  censure,  praise,  merriment,  scorn,  and 
indiflerence  were  all  one,  or  rather  all  nothing,  to  David 
Swan. 

He  had  slept  only  a  few  moments  "when  a  brown 
carriage,  drawn  by  a  handsome  pair  of  horses,  bowled 
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easily  along,  and  was  brought  to  a  stand-still  nearly  in 
front  of  David's  resting-place.  A  lineh-pin  had  fallen  out, 
permitting  one  of  the  wheels  to  slide  off.  The  damage 
was  slight,  and  occasioned  merely  a  momentary  alarm  to 
an  elderly  gentleman  and  his  wife,  who  were  returning 
to  Boston  in  the  carriage.  While  the  coachman  and  a 
servant  were  replacing  the  wheel,  the  lady  and  gentleman 
sheltered  themselves  beneath  the  maple-trees,  and  there 
espied  the  bubbling  fountain,  and  David  Swan  asleep 
beside  it.  Impressed  with  the  aw^e  which  the  humblest 
sleeper  usually  sheds  around  him,  the  merchant  trod  as 
lightly  as  the  gout  would  allow ;  and  his  spouse  took 
good  heed  not  to  rustle  her  silk  gown,  lest  David  should 
start  up  all  of  a  sudden. 

"  How  soundly  he  sleeps ! "  wdiispered  the  old  gentleman. 
"  From  what  a  depth  he  draws  that  easj^  breath  !  Such 
sleep  as  that,  brought  on  without  an  opiate,  would  be 
worth  more  to  me  than  half  my  income ;  for  it  would 
suppose  health  and  an  untroubled  mind." 

"  And  youth,  besides,"  said  the  lady.  "  Healthy  and 
quiet  age  does  not  sleep  thus.  Our  slumber  is  no  more 
like  his  than  our  wakefulness." 

The  longer  they  looked  the  more  did  this  elderly  couple 
feel  interested  in  the  unknown  youth,  to  whom  the 
wayside  and  the  maple  shade  w^ere  as  a  secret  chamber, 
with  the  rich  gloom  of  damask  curtains  brooding  over 
him.  Perceiving  that  a  stray  sunbeam  glimmered  down 
upon  his  face,  the  lady  contrived  to  twist  a  branch  aside, 
so  as  to  intercept  it.  And  having  done  this  little  act  of 
kindness,  she  began  to  feel  like  a  mother  to  him. 

"  Providence  seems  to  have  laid  him  here,"  whispered 
she  to  her  husband,  "  and  to  have  brought  us  hither  to 
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find  him,  after  our  disappointment  in  our  cousin's  son. 
Methinks  I  can  see  a  likeness  to  our  departed  Henry. 
Shall  we  waken  him  ?  " 

"  To  what  purpose  ? "  said  the  merchant,  hesitating. 
"  We  know  nothing  of  the  youth's  character." 

"  That  open  countenance ! "  replied  his  wife,  in  the 
same  hushed  voice,  yet  earnestly.  "  This  innocent 
sleep ! " 

While  these  whispers  were  passing,  the  sleeper's  heart 
did  not  throb,  nor  his  breath  become  agitated,  nor  liis 
features  betray  the  least  token  of  interest.  Yet  Fortune 
was  bending  over  him,  just  ready  to  let  fall  a  burden  of 
gold.  The  old  merchant  had  lost  his  only  son,  and  had 
no  heir  to  his  wealth  except  a  distant  relative,  with  whose 
conduct  he  was  dissatisfied.  In  such  cases,  people  some- 
times do  stranger  thincrs  than  to  act  the  magfician,  and 
awaken  a  young  man  to  splendour  who  fell  asleep  in 
poverty. 

"  Shall  we  not  waken  him  ? "  repeated  the  lady, 
persuasively. 

"  The  coach  is  ready,  sir,"  said  the  servant,  behind. 

The  old  couple  started,  reddened,  and  hurried  away, 
mutually  wondering  that  they  should  ever  have  dreamed 
of  doing  anything  so  very  ridiculous.  The  merchant 
threw  himself  back  in  the  carriage,  and  occupied  his 
mind  with  the  plan  of  a  magnificent  asylum  for  unfor- 
tunate men  of  business.  Meanwhile,  David  Swan  enjoyed 
his  nap. 

The  carriage  could  not  have  gone  above  a  mile  or  two, 
when  a  pretty  young  girl  came  along,  with  a  tripping 
pace,    which    showed    precisely    how    her    little    heart 
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was  dancing  in  her  bosom.  She  turned  aside  into  the 
shelter  of  the  maple-trees,  and  there  found  a  young  man 
asleep  by  the  spring !  Blushing  as  red  as  any  rose  that 
she  should  have  intruded,  she  was  about  to  make  her 
escape  on  tiptoe.  But  there  was  peril  near  the  sleeper. 
A  monste;-  of  a  bee  had  been  wandering  overhead — buzz, 
buzz,  buzz — now  among  the  leaves,  now  flashing  through 
the  strips  of  sunshine,  and  now  lost  in  the  dark  shade, 
till  finally  he  appeared  to  be  settling  on  the  eyelid  of 
David  Swan.  The  sting  of  a  bee  is  sometimes  deadly. 
As  free-hearted  as  she  was  innocent,  the  girl  attacked 
the  intruder  with  her  handkerchief,  brushed  him  soundly, 
and  drove  him  from  the  maple-shade.  How  sweet  a 
picture !  This  good  deed  accomplished,  with  quickened 
breath,  and  a  deeper  blush,  she  stole  a  glance  at  the 
youthful  stranger  for  whom  she  had  been  battling  with 
a  dragon  in  the  air. 

"  He  is  handsome ! "  thought  she,  and  blushed  redder 
yet. 

How  could  it  be  that  no  dream  of  bliss  grew  so  strong 
within  him,  that,  shattered  by  its  very  strength,  it  should 
part  asunder,  and  allow  him  to  perceive  the  girl  among 
its  phantoms  ?  Why,  at  least,  did  no  smile  of  welcome 
brighten  upon  his  face  ?  She  was  come,  the  maid  whose 
soul,  according  to  the  old  and  beautiful  idea,  had  been 
severed  from  his  own,  and  whom,  in  all  his  vague  but 
passionate  desires,  he  yearned  to  meet.  Her,  only,  could 
he  love  with  a  perfect  love  ;  him,  only,  could  she  receive 
into  the  depths  of  her  heart ;  and  now  her  image  was 
faintly  blushing  in  the  fountain,  by  his  side ;  should  it 
pass  away,  its  happy  lustre  would  never  gleam  upon  his 
life  again. 
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"  How  sound  he  sleeps  !  "  murmured  the  girl. 

She  departed,  but  did  not  trip  along  the  road  so  lightly 
as  when  she  came. 

Now,  this  girl's  father  was  a  thriving  country  merchant 
in  the  neighbourhood,  and  happened,  at  that  identical 
time,  to  be  looking  out  for  just  such  a  young  man  as 
David  Swan.  Had  David  formed  a  wayside  acquaint- 
ance with  the  daughter,  he  would  have  become  the 
father's  clerk,  and  all  else  in  natural  succession.  So 
here,  again,  had  good  fortune — the  best  of  fortunes — 
stolen  so  near  that  her  garments  brushed  against  him ; 
and  he  knew  nothing  of  the  matter. 

The  girl  was  liardly  out  of  sight  when  two  men  turned 
aside  beneath  the  maple-shade.  Both  had  dark  faces,  set 
off  by  cloth  caps,  which  were  drawn  down  aslant  over 
their  brows.  Their  dresses  were  shabby,  yet  they  had  a 
certain  smartness.  These  were  a  couple  of  rascals  who 
got  their  living  by  whatever  the  devil  sent  them,  and 
now,  in  the  interim  of  other  business,  had  staked  the 
joint  profits  of  their  next  piece  of  villainy  on  a' game  of 
cards,  which  was  to  have  been  decided  here  under  the 
trees.  But,  finding  David  asleep  by  the  spring,  one  of 
•  the  rogues  whispered  to  his  fellow, — 

"  Hist ! — Do  you  see  that  bundle  under  his  head  ? " 

The  other  villain  nodded,  winked,  and  leered. 

"  I'll  bet  you  a  horn  of  brand}^"  said  the  first,  "  that 
the  chap  has  either  a  pocket-book,  or  a  snug  little  hoard 
of  small  change,  stowed  away  amongst  his  shirts.  And 
if  not  there,  we  shall  find  it  in  his  pantaloons'  pocket." 

"  But  how  if  he  wakes  ? "  said  the  other. 
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His  companion  tlirust  aside  his  waistcoat,  pointed  to 
the  handle  of  a  dirk,  and  nodded. 

"  So  be  it ! "  muttered  the  second  villain. 

They  approached  the  unconscious  David,  and,  while 
one  pointed  the  dagger  towards  his  heart,  the  other 
began  to  search  the  bundle  beneath  liis  head.  Their  two 
faces,  grim,  wrinkled,  and  ghastly  with  guilt  and  fear, 
bent  over  their  victim,  looking  horrible  enough  to  be 
mistaken  for  fiends,  should  he  suddenly  awake.  Nay, 
had  the  villains  glanced  aside  into  the  spring,  even  they 
would  hardly  have  known  themselves  as  reflected  there. 
But  David  Swan  had  never  worn  a  more  tranquil  aspect, 
even  when  asleep  on  his  mother's  breast. 

"  I  must  take  away  the  bundle,"  whispered  one. 

"  If  he  stirs,  I'll  strike,"  muttered  the  other. 

But,  at  this  moment,  a  dog,  scenting  along  the  ground, 
came  in  beneath  the  maple-trees,  and  gazed  alternately 
at  each  of  these  wicked  men,  and  then  at  the  quiet 
sleeper.     He  then  lapped  out  of  the  fountain. 

"  Pshaw  ! "  said  one  villain.  "  We  can  do  nothing  now. 
The  dog's  master  must  be  close  behind." 

"  Let's  take  a  drink  and  be  off,"  said  the  other. 

The  man  with  the  dagger  thrust  back  the  weapon  into 
his  bosom,  and  drew  forth  a  pocket  pistol,  but  not  of 
that  kind  which  kills  by  a  single  discharge.  It  was  a 
flask  of  liquor,  with  a  block-tin  tumbler  screwed  upon 
the  mouth.  Each  drank  a  comfortable  dram,  and  left 
the  spot,  with  so  many  jests,  and  such  laughter  at  their 
unaccomplished  wickedness,  that  they  might  be  said  to 
have  gone  on  their  way  rejoicing.  In  a  few  hours  they 
had  forgotten  the  whole  affair,  nor  once  imagined  that 
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the  recording  angel  had  written  down  the  crime  of 
murder  against  their  souls,  in  letters  as  durable  as  eter- 
nity. As  for  Da\dd  Swan,  he  still  slept  quietly,  neither 
conscious  of  the  sliadow  of  death  when  it  hung  over 
him,  nor  of  the  glow  of  renewed  life  when  that  shadow 
was  withdrawn. 

He  slept,  but  no  longer  so  quietly  as  at  first.  An 
hour's  repose  had  snatched,  from  his  elastic  frame,  the 
weariness  with  which  many  hours  of  toil  had  burdened 
it.  Now  he  stirred — now,  moved  his  lips,  without  a 
sound — now,  talked,  in  an  inward  tone,  to  the  noonday 
spectres  of  his  dream.  But  a  noise  of  wheels  came 
rattling  louder  and  louder  along  the  road,  until  it  dashed 
through  the  dispersing  mist  of  David's  slumber — and 
there  was  the  stage-coach.  He  started  up  with  all  his 
ideas  about  him. 

"  Halloo,  driver ! — Take  a  passenger  ?  "  shouted 'he. 

"  Room  on  top  !  "  answered  the  driver. 

Up  mounted  David,  and  bowled  away  merrily  towards 
Boston,  without  so  much  as  a  parting  glance  at  that 
fountain  of  dreamlike  vicissitude.  He  knew  not  that  a 
phantom  of  Wealth  had  thrown  a  golden  hue  upon  its 
waters — nor  that  one  of  Love  had  sighed  softly  to  their 
murmur — nor  that  one  of  Death  had  threatened  to 
crimson  them  with  his  blood — all,  in  the  brief  hour  since 
he  lay  down  to  sleep.  Sleeping  or  waking,  we  hear  not 
the  airy  footsteps  of  the  strange  things  that  almost 
happen.  Does  it  not  argue  a  superintending  Providence 
that,  while  viewless  and  unexpected  events  thrust  them- 
selves continually  athwart  our  path,  there  should  still 
be  regularity  enough  in  mortal  life  to  render  foresight 
even  partially  available. 
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Noon,  by  the  North  clock  !  Noon,  by  the  east !  High 
noon,  too,  by  these  hot  sunbeams  which  fall,  scarcely 
aslope,  upon  my  head,  and  almost  make  the  water  bubble 
and  smoke  in  the  trough  under  my  nose.  Truly,  we 
public  characters  have  a  tough  time  of  it !  And,  among 
all  the  town  officers,  chosen  at  March  meeting,  where  is 
he  that  sustains,  for  a  single  year,  the  burden  of  such 
manifold  duties  as  are  imposed,  in  perpetuity,  upon  the 
Town  Pump  ?  The  title  of  "  town  treasurer  "  is  right- 
fully mine,  as  guardian  of  the  best  treasure  that  the 
town  has.  The  overseers  of  the  poor  ought  to  make  me 
their  chairman,  since  I  provide  bountifully  for  the 
pauper,  without  expense  to  him  that  paj^s  taxes.  I  am 
at  the  head  of  the  fire  department,  and  one  of  the 
physicians  to  the  board  of  health.  As  a  keeper  of  the 
peace,  all  w^ater  drinkers  will  confess  me  equal  to  the 
constable.  I  perform  some  of  the  duties  of  the  town 
clerk,  by  promulgating  public  notices,  when  they  are 
posted  on  my  front.  To  speak  within  bounds,  I  am  the 
chief  person  of  the  municipality,  and  exhibit,  moreover, 
an  admirable  pattern  to  my  brother  officers,  by  the  cool, 
steady,  upright,  downright,  and  impartial  discharge  of 
my  business,  and  the  constancy  with  which  I  stand  to 
my  post.  Summer  or  winter,  nobody  seeks  me  in  vain ; 
for,  all  day  long,  I  am  seen  at  the  busiest  corner,  just 
above  the  market,  stretching  out  my  arms  to  rich  and 
poor  alike ;  and  at  night  I  hold  a  lantern  over  my  head, 
both  to  show  where  I  am,  and  keep  people  out  of  the 
gutters. 
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At  this  sultry  noontide,  I  am  cupbearer  to  the  parched 
populace,  for  whose  benefit  an  iron  goblet  is  chained  to 
my  waist.  Like  a  dram  seller  on  the  mall,  at  muster 
day,  I  cry  aloud  to  all  and  sundry,  in  my  plainest  accents, 
and  at  the  very  tiptop  of  my  voice  :  Here  it  is,  gentle- 
men !  Here  is  the  good  liquor !  Walk  up,  walk  up, 
gentlemen,  walk  up,  Avalk  up  !  Here  is  the  superior 
stuff!  Here  is  the  unadulterated  ale  of  father  Adam — 
better  than  Cognac,  Hollands,  Jamaica,  strong  beer,  or 
wine  of  any  price ;  here  it  is,  by  the  liogshead  or  the 
single  glass,  and  not  a  cent  to  pay  !  Walk  up,-  gentlemen, 
walk  up,  and  help  yourselves  ! 

It  were  a  pity  if  all  this  outcry  should  draw  no  cus- 
tomers. Here  they  come.  A  hot  day,  gentlemen !  Quaff, 
and  away  again,  so  as  to  keep  yourselves  in  a  nice  cool 
sweat.  You,  my  friend,  will  need  another  cupful,  to 
wash  the  dust  out  of  your  throat,  if  it  be  as  thick  there 
as  it  is  on  your  cowhide  shoes.  I  see  that  you  have 
trudged  half  a  score  of  miles  to-day ;  and,  like  a  wise 
man,  have  passed  by  the  taverns,  and  stopped  at  the 
running  brooks  and  well  curbs.  Otherwise,  betwixt  heat 
without  and  fire  within,  you  would  have  been  burned  to 
a  cinder,  or  melted  down  to  nothing  at  all,  in  the  fashion 
of  a  jelly-fish.  Drink,  and  make  room  for  that  other 
fellow,  who  seeks  my  aid  to  quench  the  fiery  fever  of 
last  night's  potations,  which  he  drained  from  no  cup  of 
mine.  Welcome,  most  rubicund  sir !  You  and  I  have 
been  great  strangers,  hitherto ;  nor,  to  confess  the  truth, 
will  my  nose  be  anxious  for  a  closer  intimacy,  till  the 
fumes  of  your  breath  be  a  little  less  potent.  Mercy  on 
you,  man  !  the  water  absolutely  hisses  down  your  red-hot 
gullet,  and  is  converted  quite  to  steam  in  the  miniature 
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tophet  which  you  mistake  for  a  stomach.  Fill  again, 
and  tell  me,  on  the  word  of  an  honest  toper,  did  you 
ever,  in  cellar,  tavern,  or  any  kind  of  a  dram  shop,  spend 
the  price  of  your  children's  food  for  a  swig  half  so 
delicious  ?  Now,  for  the  first  time  these  ten  years,  you 
know  the  flavour  of  cold  water.  Good-by ;  and  when- 
ever you  are  thirsty,  remember  that  I  keep  a  constant 
supply  at  the  old  stand.  Who  next  ?  O,  my  little 
friend,  you  are  let  loose  from  school,  and  come  hither  to 
scrub  your  blooming  face,  and  drown  the  memory  of 
certain  taps  of  the  ferule,  and  other  school-boy  troubles, 
in  a  draught  from  the  Town  Pump.  Take  it,  pure  as  the 
current  of  your  young  life.  Take  it,  and  may  your 
heart  and  tongue  never  be  scorched  with  a  fiercer  thirst 
than  now  !  There  my  dear  child,  put  down  the  cup,  and 
yield  your  place  to  this  elderly  gentleman,  who  treads  so 
tenderly  over  the  paving-stones,  that  I  suspect  he  is 
afraid  of  breaking  them.  What !  he  limps  by,  without 
so  much  as  thanking  me,  as  if  my  hospitable  ofiers  w^ere 
meant  only  for  people  who  have  no  wnne  cellars.  Well, 
well,  sir — no  harm  done,  I  hope  !  Go  draw  the  cork,  tip 
the  decanter ;  but,  wdien  your  great  toe  shall  set  you 
a-roaring,  it  will  be  no  afiair  of  mine.  If  gentlemen  love 
the  pleasant  titillation  of  the  gout,  it  is  all  one  to  the 
Tow^n  Pump.  This  thirsty  dog,  w^ith  his  red  tongue 
lolling  out,  does  not  scorn  my  hospitality,  but  stands  on 
his  hind  legs  and  laps  eagerly  out  of  the  trough.  See 
how  lightly  he  capers  away  again  !  Jowler,  did  your 
worship  ever  have  the  gout  ? 

Are  you  all  satisfied  ?     Then  wipe  your  mouths,  my 
good  friends ;  and,  while  my  spout  has  a  moment's  leisure, 
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I  will  delight  the  town  with  a  few  historical  reminis- 
cences. In  far  antiquity,  beneath  a  darksome  shadow  of 
venerable  boughs,  a  spring  bubbled  out  of  the  leaf -strewn 
earth,  in  the  very  spot  where  you  now  behold  me,  on  the 
sunny  pavement.  The  water  was  as  bright  and  clear, 
and  deemed  as  precious,  as  liquid  diamonds.  The  Indian 
sagamores  drank  of  it  from  time  immemorial,  till  the 
fatal  deluge  of  the  fire-water  burst  upon  the  red  men, 
and  swept  their  whole  race  away  from  the  cold  fountains. 
For  many  years  it  was  the  watering-place,  and,  as  it 
were,  the  washbowl  of  the  vicinity — whither  all  decent 
folks  resorted,  to  purify  their  visages  and  gaze  at  them 
afterwards — at  least  the  pretty  maidens  did — in  the 
mirror  which  it  made.  On  Sabbath  days,  whenever  a 
babe  was  to  be  baptized,  the  sexton  filled  his  basin  here, 
and  placed  it  on  the  communion  table  of  the  humble 
meeting-house,  which  partly  covered  the  site  of  yonder 
stately  brick  one.  Thus,  one  generation  after  another 
was  consecrated  to  Heaven  by  its  waters,  and  cast  their 
waxing  and  waning  shadows  into  its  glassy  bosom,  and 
vanished  from  the  earth,  as  if  mortal  life  were  but  a 
flitting  image  in  a  fountain.  Finally,  the  fountain 
vanished  also.  Cellars  were  dug  on  all  sides,  and  cart- 
loads of  gravel  flung  upon  its  source,  whence  oozed  a 
turbid  stream,  forming  a  mud  puddle,  at  the  corner  of 
two  streets.  In  the  hot  months,  when  its  refreshment 
was  most  needed,  the  dust  flew  in  clouds  over  the  for- 
gotten birthplace  of  the  waters,  now  their  grave.  But, 
in  the  course  of  time,  a  Town  Pump  was  sunk  into  the 
source  of  the  ancient  spring ;  and  when  the  first  decayed 
another  took  its  place — and  then  another,  and  still 
another — till  here  stand  I,  gentlemen  and  ladies,  to  serve 
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you  with  my  iron  goblet.  Drink,  and  be  refreshed! 
The  water  is  as  pure  and  cold  as  that  which  slaked  the 
thirst  of  the  red  sagamore  beneath  the  aged  boughs, 
though  now  the  gem  of  the  wilderness  is  treasured  under 
these  hot  stones,  where  no  shadow  falls  but  from  the 
brick  buildings.  And  be  it  the  moral  of  my  story,  that, 
as  this  wasted  and  long-lost  fountain  is  now  known  and 
prized  again,  so  shall  the  virtues  of  cold  water,  too  little 
valued  since  your  fathers'  days,  be  recognized  by  all. 

Your  pardon,  good  people !  I  must  interrupt  my 
stream  of  eloquence,  and  spout  forth  a  stream  of  water, 
to  replenish  the  trough  for  this  teamster  and  his  two 
yoke  of  oxen,  who  have  come  from  Topsfield,  or  some- 
where along  that  way.  No  part  of  my  business  is 
pleasanter  than  the  watering  of  cattle.  Look !  how 
rapidly  they  lower  the  watermark  on  the  sides  of  the 
trough,  till  their  capacious  stomachs  are  moistened  with 
a  gallon  or  two  apiece,  and  they  can  afford  time  to 
breathe  it  in,  with  sighs  of  calm  enjoyment.  Now  they 
roll  their  quiet  eyes  around  the  brim  of  their  monstrous 
drinking  vessel.     An  ox  is  your  true  toper. 

Ahem  !  Dry  work,  this  speechifying ;  especially  to  an 
unpractised  orator.  I  never  conceived,  till  now,  what 
toil  the  temperance  lecturers  undergo  for  my  sake. 
Hereafter,  they  shall  have  the  business  to  themselves. 
Do,  some  kind  Christian,  pump  a  stroke  or  two,  just  to 
wet  my  whistle.  Thank  you,  sir !  My  dear  hearers, 
when  the  world  shall  have  been  regenerated  by  my 
instrumentality,  you  will  collect  your  useless  vats  and 
liquor  casks  into  one  great  pile,  and  make  a  bonfire  in 
honour  of  the  Town  Pump.     And,  when  I  shall  have 
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decayed,  like  my  predecessors,  then,  if  you  revere  my 
memory,  let  a  marble  fountain,  richly  sculptured,  take 
my  place  upon  this  spot.  Such  monuments  should  be 
erected  everywhere,  arid  inscribed  with  the  names  of  the 
distinguished  champions  of  my  cause. 

One  o'clock  !  Nay,  then^  if  the  dinner  bell  begins  to 
speak,  I  may  as  well  hold  my  peace.  Here  comes  a 
pretty  young  girl  of  my  acquaintance,  with  a  large  stone 
pitcher  for  me  to  fill.  May  she  draw  a  husband,  while 
drawing  her  water,  as  Rachel  did  of  old.  Hold  out  your 
vessel,  my  dear !  There  it  is,  full  to  the  brim  ;  so  now 
run  home,  peeping  at  your  sweet  image  in  the  pitcher  as 
you  go ;  and  forget  not,  in  a  glass  of  my  own  liquor,  to 
drink — "  Success  to  the  Town  Pump  ! " 


"WASHINGTON   IRVING. 

Washington  Irving  was  born  in  the  year  1783,  in  the  city  of  New 
York.  His  father,  in  his  younger  days,  had  been  an  oflBcer  in  a  packet 
plying  between  England  and  America,  but  he  had  at  length  settled 
down  to  a  mercantile  life  in  the  city  of  New  York.  Washington  Irving, 
named  after  George  Washington,  was  the  j'Oungest  of  a  family  of 
eleven  children.  He  attended  school  in  New  York,  studied  law,  and 
was  finally  admitted  to  the  bar  in  1806.  In  the  meantime  he  had 
travelled  abroad  for  his  health,  and  had  also  made  a  beginning  in 
authorship  by  contributions  to  different  periodicals.  His  first  important 
literary  undertaking,  however,  was  a  humorous  History  of  New  York, 
published  in  1809. 

In  1815  he  went  to  England  expecting  to  make  only  a  visit,  but 
owing  to  certain  changes  in  his  business  affairs  he  decided  to  remain, 
and  it  was  not  until  1832,  after  an  absence  of  seventeen  years,  that  he 
finally  returned  to  America.  In  the  meantime  he  had  produced  much 
of  his  best  work,  and  had  made  lasting  friendships  with  Scott,  Moore, 
Campbell,  Jeffrey,  and  other  prominent  men  of  letters.  In  1819  he 
published  The  Sketch  Booh,  which  contained  the  stories  of  Rip  Van 
Winkle,  and  The  Legend  of  Sleepy  Hollow.  This  was  followed  by 
Bracebridge  Hall  (1822),  Talee  of  a  Traveller  (1824),  The  Life  of 
Columbxts  (1828),  and  The  Conquest  of  Granada  in  the  same  year. 

On  his  return  to  America  in  1832  he  settled  at  Tarry  town,  on  the 
Hudson,  in  a  picturesque  home  known  as  "  Sunnyside"  ;  and  except  for 
an  absence  of  four  years  (1842-46),  when  he  occupied  the  position  of 
ambassador  to  Spain,  he  continued  to  reside  here  until  his  death.  He 
died  in  November,  1859,  and  was  buried  in  the  Sleepy  Hollow  cemetery 
not  far  from  his  home. 

In  disposition  Irving  was  one  of  the  most  amiable  and  genial  of 
men, — modest  regarding  his  own  successes,  sympathetic  and  helpful 
towards  others,  and  ever  ready  to  make  the  best  out  of  life  and  to  see 
the  good  rather  than  the  6vil  in  the  world  about  him.  And  although 
he  possessed  in  a  very  high  degree  the  power  of  ridicule,  he  never  used 
it  to  wound  the  feelings  of  others.  It  is  no  wonder  that  he  was  beloved 
by  his  friends  and  regarded  with  affection  by  the  reading  public  of  his 
day. 

His  prose  style  reflects  very  strongly  his  personal  qualities.  It  is 
easy,  graceful  and  unostentatious,  and  the  chief  charm  of  his  work  lies 
in  its  fine  humour,  and  in  the  picturesque  and  imaginative  touches  with 

which  it  abounds. 
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(The  numbers  refer  to  the  pages  in  the  text.) 


EIP   VAN   WINKLE. 

1.  The  Hudson.  A  river  in  New  York  State,  rising  in  the 
Adirondacks  and  flowing  into  New  York  Bay.  It  is  celebrated  for  its 
picturesque  mountain  scenery. 

Dutch  colonists.  The  first  settlements  in  New  York  State  were 
made  by  the  Dutch,  on  IManhattan  Island,  at  the  mouth  of  the  Hudson, 
about  the  year  1614.  This  Dutch  colony,  called  the  New  Netherlands, 
was  ruled  over  by  Dutch  governors.  It  was  conquered  by  the  English 
in  1664. 

Peter  Stujrvesant  was  the  last  Dutch  governor  of  New  York  (or 
the  New  Netherlands).  He  assumed  his  duties  as  governor  in  the 
year  1647. 

2.  gable  fronts.  The  roof  and  upper  part  of  the  walls  formed 
a  triangle. 

fort  Christina.     A  Swedish  fort,  in  Delaware,  which  was  attacked 
and  captured  by  the  Dutch  under  Peter  Stuyvesant  in  1755. 
obsequious.     Yielding,  cringing. 
shrev7S.     sharp- tongued,  scolding  women, 
termagant.     Shrewish,  scolding. 

3.  assiduity.     Steady  attention,  diligence. 

a  Tartar's  lance.  The  Tartars  (or  Tatars)  were  fi-rce  warrior  tribes 
of  Central  Asia,  who  threatened  Europe  in  the  middle  ages. 

4.  galligaskins.     Trousers.     The  word  is  used  in  a  humorous  sense. 

5.  personages.     Distinguish  person  and  personage. 
rubicund.     Ruddy-faced. 

6.  dapper.     Neat  and  smart  in  appearance, 
junto.     Council. 

call  the  members  all  to  nought.  Scold  them  roundly  as  being 
good-for-nothing. 

7.  virago.     A  shrewish  woman. 
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8.  jerkin,'     A  man's  close-fitting  jacket. 

9.  amphitheatre.  A  building  with  seats  rising  above  one  another 
around  a  central  open  space. 

ninepins.  A  game  played  Trith  nine  wooden  pins  at  which  a  wooden 
ball  is  bowled. 

doublet.  A  close-fitting  jacket,  with  or  without  sleeves,  commonly 
worn  by  men  in  the  sixteenth  century. 

10.  sugar-loaf  hat.     Cone-shaped,  like  a  sugar  loaf. 

hanger.     A  short,  slightly  curved,  sword  commonly  used  by  seamen. 

Flemish.  Belonging  to  Flanders.  The  country  originally  known 
as  Flanders  now  forms  part  of  Belgium,  Holland  and  France. 

vnthal.     Besides. 

flagon.  A  large  vessel  with  a  handle,  mouth,  and  lid,  used  for 
holding  liquor  for  the  table. 

11.  Hollands.     Holland  gin. 
roysterers.     Noisy,  swaggering  fellows. 

13.  addled.     Muddled. 

14.  connubial  fears.     Fears  of  his  wife. 

A  red  night-cap.  A  red  cap  was  worn  by  republicans  in  Roman 
times  as  a  sign  of  freedom,  and  later  by  the  republicans  in  the  French 
Revolution.  The  red  cap  at  the  top  of  the  pole  signified,  then,  that  a 
republican  form  of  government  had  been  set  up. 

metamorphosed.     Changed,  transformed. 

buff.     Orange-yellow. 

15.  cocked  hat.  A  triangular-shaped  hat  with  stiff  flaps  turned  up 
towards  the  peak. 

phlegm.     Dullness. 

Bunker's  Hill.  A  height  near  Boston  (now  within  the  city)  where  a 
battle  was  fought  between  the  British  and  the  Americans  on  June  17th, 
1775. 

Babylonish  jargon.  A  jumble  of  confused  sounds,  such  as  were 
heard  at  the  building  of  the  tower  of  Babel.     (Genesis  XI.). 

Federal  or  Democrat.  At  the  close  of  the  eighteenth  century  the 
two  great  political  parties  in  the  United  States  were  the  Federalists  and 
the  Democrats  (or  Anti- Federalists). 
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16.  akimbo.  Bent,  by  placing  the  hand  on  the  hip  and  turning  the 
elbow  outward. 

austere.     Stern,  severe. 

tory.  The  name  tory  was  applied  to  the  loyalists  or  British  party 
during  the  American  Revolution. 

17.  Stony-Point.  A  promontory  on  the  Hudson  about  35  miles  from 
New  York.  It  was  captured  by  the  British  in  1779,  but  retaken  by 
the  Americans  in  the  same  year. 

Antony's  nose.  A  promontory  on  the  Hudson,  said  to  have  been 
named  after  a  trumpeter  in  the  army  of  Peter  Stuyvesant. 

counterpart.     Copy,  duplicate. 

19.  put  their  tongues  in  their  cheeks.  Showing  that  they  did  not 
believe  the  story. 

Hendrick  Hudson.  Henry  Hudson,  a  noted  English  navigator,  who 
discovered  and  explored  the  Hudson  river  in  1609.  In  1611,  while 
on  a  voyage  of  discovery  and  exploration  in  Hudson  Bay,  his  crew 
mutinied.  Hudson  and  a  few  of  his  companions  were  set  adrift  in  a 
small  boat,  and  were  never  heard  of  again. 

20.  cronies.     Intimate  companions,  chums. 

can  do  nothing  with  impunity.  Although  he  does  no  work  he  is  not 
blamed  for  being  idle. 

Questions. 

1.  Can  you  suggest  any  reason  why  the  author  should  have  laid  the 
scene  oi  Rip  Van  Winkle  among  "fairy  mountains"  and  "in  a  village 
of  great  antiquity  "  ? 

2.  "In  spite  of  the  fact  that  Rip  is  an  idle  good-for-nothing  fellow 
he  is  a  great  favourite  with  those  who  read  the  story."  How  do  you 
account  for  this  ? 

3.  Dame  Van  Winkle  is  described  as  a  virago.  What  details  are 
mentioned  that  bear  out  this  description,  in  her  treatment  of  Rip,  of 
Wolf,  of  the  village  "Junto,"  and  of  the  New  England  pedlar? 

4.  What  part  does  Rip's  dog  Wolf  play  in  the  story  ? 

5.  What  are  the  chief  peculiarities  of  the  company  playing  at  nine- 
pins? 

6.  Is  there  any  indication  in  the  story  that  Rip's  experience  with 
these  "  roysterers  "  was  only  a  dream  ? 
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7.  Upon  his  return  what  changes  did  Rip  find  in  (a)  the  village,  (6) 
the  inn,  and  (c)  the  company  ? 

8.  What  humorous  touches  do  you  find  in  the  story,  in  the  references 
to  the  man  with  the  cocked  hat  ? 

9.  What  details  has  Irving  introduced  to  make  the  story  end  happily  ? 

Subjects  for  Composition. 

1.  The  View  From  the  Hill-top. 

2.  The  Party  at  Ninepins. 

3.  Rip's  return,  as  described  by  either  (a)  The  man  with  the  cocked 
hat,  or  (b)  Peter  Vanderdonk,  or  (c)  Rip's  daughter. 

4  Jonathan  Doolittle's  Hotel, — as  described  by  one  of  the  strangers 
(page  21). 

5.  Twenty  Years  Back.  (An  account  of  the  neighbourhood  you  live 
in,  as  it  was  twenty  years  ago.  This  may  be  presented  in  the  form  of  a 
story  if  you  prefer. ) 
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22.  Tappan  Zee.  (Tappan  Sea).  An  expansion  of  the  Hudson  River 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Tarry  Town. 

St.  Nicholas.  A  bishop  of  Myra,  in  Asia  Minor,  who  lived  in  the 
fourth  century,  and  who  became  the  patron  saint  of  seafaring  men. 

Tarry  Town.  A  village  on  the  Hudson  River,  about  24  miles  from 
New  York.  "  Sunnyside,"  Irving's  home,  is  near  here,  and  Irving  is 
buried  in  the  Sleepy  Hollow  Cemetery  close  by. 

advert  to.     Refer  to,  make  mention  of. 

23.  pOTV-wow.  Among  Indians,  a  ceremony  conducted  with  much 
noise,  in  which  charms  and  conjurations  were  used,  to  cure  diseases,  to 
secure  success  in  hunting,  etc. 

Hendrick  Hudson.     See  note  on  page  128. 

the  nightmare  with  her  whole  nine  fold.  The  demon  who,  according 
to  popular  superstition,  caused  bad  dreams,  accompanied  by  her  nine 
imps  (nine  fold).  This  expression  comes  from  Shakespeare's  King  Lear 
(Act  III.,  Sc.  IV.). 

24.  Hessian.  The  Hessians  are  natives  of  Hesse,  a  grand-duchy  of 
Germany.  During  the  American  revolution  Hessian  soldiers  fought  in 
the  pay  of  the  British. 
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collating.     Comparing, 
laud.     Praise,  commendation. 

25.  VTight.     Person,  creature  ;  used  in  a  humorous  sense. 

cognomen.     Surname. 

snipe  nose.  Long  and  sharp.  A  snipe  is  a  species  of  water  bird 
with  a  long  slender  bill. 

26.  withe.     A  flexible  slender  twig,  such  as  a  twig  of  osier  or  willow. 

eelpot.  A  box  trap,  with  a  funnel-shaped  entrance,  for  catching 
eels.  The  eels  found  their  way  into  the  box  through  the  funnel,  but 
could  not  get  out. 

27.  anaconda.     A  large  snake  of  the  boa  family. 

28.  ■whilom.     Formerly. 

The  lion  bold.  In  the  Xeio  England  Primer,  published  in  1814, 
there  were  jjictures  illustrating  the  alphabet.  To  illustrate  the  letter 
L  there  was  a  picture  of  a  lion  with  a  paw  resting  on  a  lamb ;  and 
underneath  it  were  the  lines  "  The  Lion  bold  the  Lamb  doth  hold." 

29.  supernumerary.     Beyond  what  is  really  required. 

itinerant.     Wandering,  unsettled,  travelling  from  place  to  place. 

Cotton  Mather.  (1663-1728).  A  New  England  clergyman  who  took 
an  active  part  in  the  persecution  of  those  who  were  supposed  to  be 
engaged  in  witchcraft. 

30.  varlet.  Fellow  ;  used  in  a  contemptuous  sense.  The  word  varlet 
is  another  form  of  valet,  an  attendant,  a  jjage. 

token.  A  symbol  or  sign.  Here,  something  used  by  the  witches  to 
show  their  presence. 

"linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out."  An  expression  used  by  Milton 
in  U Allegro,  in  speaking  of  music.  Linked  implies  that  the  notes  melt 
into  one  another,  with  no  pauses  between. 

fearful  pleasure.  Notice  the  contradiction  of  terms.  This  figure  of 
speech  is  called  oxymoron. 

31.  speculations.     Conjectures,  fancies, 
topsy-turvy.     Upside  down. 

perambulations.     Walks.     Used  here  in  a  humorous  sense. 

32.  Saardam.     A  town  in  Holland,  five  miles  from  Amsterdam, 
stomacher.     Part  of  a  lady's  dress,  covering  the  breast,  and  often 

richly  ornamented  or  embroidered. 
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piqued  himself.     Prided  himself. 

34.  roasting  pig.  In  old  times  a  roasted  pig  was  commonly  served 
up  on  the  table  as  here  described. 

competency.     Sufl&cient  supply. 

chanticleer.     The  rooster  ;  literally,  the  bird  that  sings  clearly. 

35.  wonderful.     Full  of  wonder. 

pewter.  Utensils  made  of  pewter,  which  is  an  alloy  of  tin  with 
some  other  metal. 

linsey-w^oolsey.     Coarse  cloth  made  of  a  mixture  of  linen  and  wool. 

gaud  of  red  peppers.     Red  peppers  used  as  ornaments. 

andirons.     Fire-dogs  ;  the  supports  for  the  logs  in  the  fireplace. 

covert  of  asparagus  tops.  In  front  of  the  fireplace  was  an  orna- 
mental grating  which  partly  concealed  the  andirons.  The  bars  in  the 
grating  ended  in  knobs  which  in  shape  resembled  asparagus  tops. 

36.  knight-errant.  A  knight  wandering  from  place  to  place  in  search 
of  adventures. 

adamant.  A  general  name  used  to  signify  any  very  hard  stone,  such 
as  a  diamond. 

castle-keep.     The  strongest  part  of  the  castle, 
roystering  blade.     A  noisy  reckless  fellow. 

Herculean.  In  mythology  Hercules  was  a  hero  of  great  physical 
strength  and  courage. 

37.  Tartar.     See  note  on  page  126. 

Don  Cossacks.  The  Cossacks  are  warlike  tribes  inhabiting  the 
regions  of  the  river  Don.  A  large  part  of  the  Russian  cavalry  is 
drawn  from  the  Cossacks. 

38.  rantipole.     Wild  and  noisy, 
palings.     Picket  fence. 

supple-jack.     A  shrub  with  tough  pliant  fibres. 

Achilles.  In  Greek  legend,  a  celebrated  Greek  hero  who  played  the 
leading  part  in  the  war  against  Troy.  Towards  the  close  of  the  war  he 
quarrelled  with  Agamemnon  the  Greek  king,  because  the  latter  had 
taken  from  him,  by  force,  the  beautiful  Briseis,  with  whom  Achilles 
was  in  love.  After  the  death  of  his  friend  Patroclus,  Achilles  returned 
to  the  war,  and  avenged  the  death  of  Patroclus  in  single  fight  against 
Hector  of  Troy. 
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insinuating.     Ingratiating,  gaining  favour  by  artful  means. 

40.  preceptor.     Schoolmaster. 
lists.     The  field  of  combat. 

41.  ferule.     A  strip  of  wood,  like  a  ruler,  used  for  striking  children 
on  the  fingers  to  punish  them. 

contraband.     Forbidden  by  the  rules. 

rampant.     Stretched  up  to  their  full  height. 

tow-cloth.     Cloth  made  of  coarse  flax  or  hemp. 

Mercury.  A  Roman  deity,  the  messenger  of  the  gods,  generally 
represented  as  wearing  a  small  close-fitting  cap,  with  wings  attached. 

mynheer.  From  the  Dutch  mijn  heer  (German,  Mein  Herr),  a  title  of 
respect,  corresponding  to  the  English  Sir  or  Mr. 

42.  domiciliated.     Domiciled,  residing. 

choleric.     Hot-tempered,  easily  angered. 

ewe  neck.  A  thin  neck,  not  having  a,  sufl&cient  arch,  like  that  of  a 
sheep. 

43.  filly.     A  young  mare. 

pommel.     The  knob  at  the  front  and  top  of  a  saddle. 
capricious.     Constantly  changing. 

44.  querulous.     Complaining,  fretful. 
golden-winged  w^oodpecker.     The  flicker,  or  high-hole. 
gorget.     Patch  on  the  throat,  neck-band. 
cedar-bird.     The  cedar  waxwing. 

monteiro  cap.     Hunting  cap. 
coxcomb.     Vain  showy  fellow,  fop. 
hasty-pudding.     A  pudding  made  of  flour  and  oatmeal, 
slap-jacks.     Pancakes. 

45.  queued.     Plaited. 

46.  olykoek.  Literally,  "oilcake," — a  cake  made  of  sweetened 
dough  fried  in  lard. 

higgledy-piggledy.     In  confusion. 

Heaven  bless  the  mark.  God  bless  it.  The  expression  is  said  to 
have  originated  in  the  habit  of  "blessing"  birthmarks  in  new-born 
infants.     A  birthmark  was  supposed  to  be  due  to  the  influence  of  evil 
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spirits,  and  the  blessing,  with  the  sign  of  the  cross,  was  intended  to 
counteract  this  evil  influence. 

48.  St.  Vitus.  The  patron  saint  of  dancers,  whose  aid  was  invoked 
in  cj^se  of  certain  nervous  affections.    Hence  the  name  St.  Vitus'  dance. 

49.  Whiteplains.  A  village  about  twenty  miles  from  New  York, 
where  the  British  gained  a  victory  over  the  Americans  in  1776. 

50.  Major  Andre.  During  the  American  revolutionary  war,  Benedict 
Arnold,  who  was  in  command  of  the  American  forces  at  West  Point, 
arranged  to  betray  that  fortress  into  the  hands  of  the  British.  The 
plot  was  discovered  through  the  capture  of  ■  Major  A  ndrd,  the  British 
ofiBcer  with  whom  Arnold  was  conducting  negotiations.  Andr^  was 
tried  and  condemned  by  court-martial,  and  was  executed  at  Tappantown 
in  1780.  His  remains  were  afterwards  taken  to  England  and  interred 
in  Westminster  Abbey. 

51.  an  arrant  jockey.     A  downright  cheat. 

fee  church  bridge.  According  to  the  old  belief,  witches  and  other 
evil  spirits  dared  not  cross  a  running  stream. 

52.  pillions.  Cushions  or  pads  placed  behind  the  man's  saddle,  for  a 
lady  to  ride  on. 

tete-a-tete.     A  private  conversation. 

chapfallen.     Dejected.     Literally,  with  the  lower  jaw  hanging. 

55.  lateral.     Towards  one  side. 

56.  stave.     A  stanza. 

pertinacious.     Sticking  to  him  obstinately. 

58.  cranium.     Skull ;  used  here  in  a  humorous  sense. 

59.  stock.  A  stock  is  a  wide  close-fitting  band  for  the  neck ;  a 
cravat. 

small  clothes.     Breeches. 

dog's  ears.     Corners  of  leaves  turned  down, — like  a  dog's  ear. 

pitch  pipe.     A  small  pipe  used  for  regulating  the  pitch  in  music. 

60.  Ten  Pound  Court.  A  court  for  judging  cases  in  which  not  more 
than  ten  pounds  was  involved. 
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Questions. 

1.  What  details  in  the  description  of  Sleepy  Hollow  are  most  likely 
to  arouse  the  reader's  interest  in  the  story  to  follow  ? 

2.  What  are  the  chief  characteristics  of  Ichabod  Crane  that  tend  to 
make  him  ridiculous  in  the  eyes  of  the  reader  ? 

3.  In  the  paragraph  beginning,  "  But  if  there  was  a  pleasure  in  all 
this"  (p.  31)  what  special  device  does  the  writer  use  to  express  the 
terror  of  Ichabod  in  an,effective  way  ? 

4.  (a)  Give  in  your  own  words  an  account  of  Katrina  Van  Tassel  and 
her  father. 

{b)  What  were  some  of  the  characteristics  of  Brom  Bones  that  made 
him  a  formidable  rival  ? 

5.  "Brom  had  no  alternative  but  to  draw  upon  the  funds  of  rustic 
waggery  in  his  disposition."  Show  the  bearing  of  this  upon  the  further 
development  of  the  story. 

6.  Why  does  Irving  think  it  necessary  to  say  anything  as  to  the 
disposition  and  temper  of  Hans  Van  Ripper,  and  of  Gunpowder  ? 

7.  Why  does  the  writer  go  into  such  detail  as  to  the  ghost  stories 
that  are  told  after  the  dance  is  over,  at  Van  Tassel's  ? 

8.  On  page  52,  the  suggestion  is  made  that  Katrina  had  definitely 
discouraged  the  attentions  of  Ichabod.  Do  you  think  that  this  sugges- 
tion is  an  essential  part  of  the  story  ? 

9.  '*  Lest  any  of  the  readers  of  the  story  should  think  that  Ichabod 
had  been  too  badly  treated  by  Brom  Bones,  Irving  takes  pains  in 
the  conclusion  of  the  story,  to  compensate  him  for  his  misfortunes." 
Explain. 

Subjects  for  Composition. 

1.  A  Sleepy  Village. 

2.  The  Ghost  Story. 

3.  "  Yes,  I  am  superstitious  about  some  things,  I  confess." 

4.  A  Modern  Farmhouse.     (As  seen  upon  approaching  it). 

5.  The  Party  at  Van  Tassel's. 

6.  An  Old-fashioned  Dance. 

7.  Gunpowder  and  Daredevil. 

8.  Ichabod  and  the  Galloping  Hessian. 

9.  The  Deserted  School-house. 
10.  Brom  Bones  Tells  His  Story. 
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THE   VOYAGE. 

61.  vicissitudes.     Changes. 

62.  quarter-railing.     The  railing  of  the  quarter-deck. 
main-top.     The  platform  about  the  head  of  the  main-mast. 
porpoises.     (Literally,  hog-fish).      Small  sea-mammals  from  five  to 

eight  feet  in  length. 

grampus.  Another  species  of  sea-mammal,  about  twice  the  size  of 
the  porpoise.     Perhaps  Irvang  means  the  whale. 

phantasms.     Creatures  of  the  imagination. 

speculation.     Conjecture. 

65.  yards.  Spars  running  out  obliquely  or  horizontally  from  the 
masts,  for  the  purpose  of  extending  the  sails. 

bulk-heads.     The  partitions  separating  the  compartments  of  a  vessel. 

66.  Mersey.  Liverpool  is  situated  three  miles  from  the  mouth  of 
the  river. 

QUKSTIOXS. 

1.  In  the  opening  sentence  the  author  says  that  "  a  sea-voyage  is  full 
of  subjects  for  meditation."  What  dififerent  sights  are  mentioned  in 
the  first  four  paragraphs  as  being  "subjects  for  meditation  "  ? 

2.  In  the  fourth  paragraph  what  devices  has  the  author  used  in  order 
to  make  his  story  vivid  ? 

3.  The  first  three  paragraphs  of  the  extract  are  composed  chiefly  of 
long  sentences.  On  the  other  hand  the  paragraph  containing  the 
captain's  story  is  composed  largely  of  short  sentences.  Can  you  suggest 
a  reason  for  this  difference  ? 

4.  "In  the  last  three  paragraphs  Irving  has  made  his  narrative 
effective  by  the  use  of  particular  concrete  details,  rather  than  by  the 
use  of  general  statements."     Give  examples. 

Subjects  for  Composition. 

1.  From  Sail  to  Steam. 

2.  A  Stormy  Night. 

3.  The  Railway  Engineer's  Story. 

4.  "  The  Land  of  Promise." 

5.  "  The  Steamship  is  a  Floating  Prison." 

6.  The  Arrival  of  the  Vessel  (as  described  by  one  of  the  '  'lookers-on"). 


NATHANIEL   HAWTHORNE. 

Nathaniel  Hawthorne  was  born  in  Salem,  Massachusetts,  in  1804, 
His  father,  who  was  a  sea-captain,  died  four  years  later.  Hawthorne's 
boyhood  was  spent  in  Salem,  with  the  exception  of  one  year  when  the 
family  lived  in  Maine.  As  a  young  man  he  attended  Bowdoin  College, 
in  Maine,  where  he  had  as  a  classmate  the  poet  Longfellow.  After  his 
graduation,  in  1825,  he  returned  to  his  mother's  home  in  Salem,  and  for 
the  next  twelve  years  he  lived  the  life  of  a  recluse  with  few  acquaintances 
and  companions  except  his  books.  During  this  time  he  contributed  to 
various  magazines,  but  it  was  not  until  the  publication  of  his  volume  of 
Twice  Told  Tales  in  1837  that  he  began  to  receive  any  real  recognition. 
From  1839  to  1841  he  was  employed  in  the  Custom  House  in  Boston. 
In  1841  he  joined  the  Brook  Farm  community  and  engaged  in  farming. 
During  this  year  he  published  the  two  volumes  entitled  Grandfather's 
Chair,  and  Biographical  Stoi^ies.  The  next  year  he  married  and  went  to 
live  in  Concord,  a  village  not  far  from  Boston.  Here  he  took  up  his 
home  in  the  Old  Manse,  wliich  overlooks  the  Concord  battle-ground, 
and  while  here  he  wrote  Mosses  From  An  Old  Manse,  published  in  1846. 
From  1845  to  1849  he  was  Collector  of  Customs  in  Salem,  and  it  was  not 
until  1852  that  he  returned  to  Concord.  In  the  meantime  he  had 
published  in  succession.  The  Scarlet  Letter,  The  House  of  Seven  Gables, 
The  Bllthedale  Romance,  and  A  Wonder  Book.  Upon  his  return  to  Con- 
cord he  settled  in  the  house  known  as  Wayside,  and  during  the  following 
year  he  wrote  Tanrjlewood  Tales. .  In  1853  he  was  appointed  United 
States  Consul  at  Liverpool,  and  it  was  not  until  1860  that  he  returned 
once  more  to  Concord.  In  the  meantime  he  spent  two  winters  in  Italy 
and  while  there  wrote  The  Marble  Faun.  After  his  return  to  Concord 
his  health  declined,  and  in  1864  he  died  at  Plymouth  while  travelling 
with  a  friend  in  the  hope  of  regaining  his  health.  He  was  buried  in  the 
Sleepy  Hollow  cemetery  at  Concord. 

"There  in  seclusion  and  remote  from  men 
The  wizard  hand  lies  cold, 
Which  at  its  topmost  speed  let  fall  the  pen, 
And  left  the  tale  half  told. 

Ah  !  who  shall  lift  that  wand  of  magic  power 

And  the  lost  clew  regain  ? 
The  unfinished  window  in  Aladdin's  tower 

Unfinished  must  remain." 

136 
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Hawthorne  was  exceedingly  shy  and  retiring  in  disposition, — so  much 
so,  indeed,  that  he  was  regarded  by  some  people  as  strange,  and  even 
mysterious.  But  behind  this  exterior  veil  of  shyness  there  existed  a 
rare  delicacy  of  feeling, — a  love  of  home,  of  children,  and  of  nature, 
and  an  interest  in  the  homely  details  of  the  world  about  him,  that  made 
his  quiet  family  life  unusually  charming. 

In  his  literary  style,  it  is  his  simplicity  and  delicacy  of  touch  that 
are  the  source  of  his  chief  power.  The  ideas  which  he  presents  in  his 
sketches  and  tales  relate,  for  the  most  part,  to  the  great  fundamental 
facts  of  life,  but  they  are  expressed  in  concrete  form  and  in  language  so 
simple  that  they  appeal  to  the  understanding  even  of  children. 


NOTES. 

(The  numbers  refer  to  the  pages  in  the  text.) 


THE   GREAT    STONE   PACE. 

68.  The  Great  Stone  Face.  A  huge  profile  upon  the  side  of  one 
of  the  mountains  in  the  Franconia  range  (white  mountains),  New 
Hampshire.  The  "face"  is  about  sixty  feet  in  length  and  is  situated 
about  1,500  feet  above  the  level  of  the  lake  beneath  it.  It  is  popularly 
known  in  the  neighbourhood  as  "The  Old  Man  of  the  Mountain"  (see 
page  85). 

In  Hawthorne's  story,  The  Great  Stone  Face  symbolizes  the  ideal 
character. 

69.  a  Titan.  In  Greek  mythology,  the  Titans  were  beings  of  gigantic 
size  and  enormous  strength. 

70.  purport.     General  meaning. 

72.  inscrutable.     Incomprehensible,  incapable  of  being  understood, 
effulgence.     Brilliancy. 

Midas.  Midas,  king  of  Phrygia,  as  a  reward  for  a  service  to  the  god 
Dionysus,  obtained  the  power  of  turning  into  gold  whatsoever  he 
touched. 

73.  similitude.     Likeness,  resemblance. 

74.  harbingers.     Forerunners. 

76.  sordid.     Mean,  ignoble,  meanly  avaricious. 

78.  vista.     A  view,  generally  through  an  avenue  of  trees. 
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e 
laurel.     An   evergreen  shrub.      Among  the  Greeks  the  laurel  was 
used  to  crown  the  victors  in  the  games. 

82.  truculent  physiognomy.     Warlike  countenance. 

83.  illuminated  fog.  He  was  able  to  cover  up  the  truth  with  fine- 
sounding  words. 

Popedom.  When  a  new  Pope  is  elected  he  assumes  an  ofi&cial  name, 
as,  for  example,  Leo.  X. ,  Clement  VII. 

cavalcade.     Procession  of  persons  on  horseback. 

90.  methinks.     It  seems  to  me. 

91.  pavilion.     Dwelling  place.     Literally,  a  tent. 
93.  beneficence.     The  doing  of  kindness. 

Questions. 

L  What  details  does  the  author  introduce  in  his  description  of  the 
Great  Stone  Face,  for  the  purpose  of  giving  us  an  idea  of  its  grandeur  ? 

2.  (a)  Why  is  the  name  Ernest  appropriate  as  applied  to  the  boy  in 
the  story  ? 

(6)  What  are  we  told  concerning  his  character  as  a  boy? 

(c)  "  When  the  labour  of  the  day  was  over  he  still  loved  to  go  apart 
and  gaze  and  meditate  upon  the  Great  Stone  Face."  Does  Hawthorne 
intend  us  to  take  this  literally  ?     Can  you  suggest  another  meaning  ? 

3.  (a)  Of  what  class  of  men  is  Mr.  Gathergold  the  type  ? 

(b)  How  does  the  public  generally  look  upon  a  man  of  this  type? 
(pp.  75  and  77.) 

(c)  In  what  way  might  Mr.  Gathergold  have  grown  more  like  the 
Great  Stone  Face? 

4.  What  qualities  were  lacking  in  (a)  General  Blood-and-Thunder, 
and  (b)  Old  Stony  Phiz,  to  prevent  them  from  bearing  a  true  resemblance 
to  the  Great  Stone  Face  ? 

5.  (a)  What,  in  Hawthorne's  opinion,  does  the  poet  do  for  the  world 
of  nature  and  for  his  fellow-men  ?     (p.  88. ) 

(b)  In  what  respects  did  the  poet  fall  short  of  a  complete  resemblance 
to  the  Great  Stone  Face  ?     (p.  92. ) 

6.  Would  the  story  have  been  as  effective  if  the  writer  had  introduced 
Mr.  Gathergold,  General  Blood-and-Thunder,  Old  Stony  Phiz,  and  the 
poet,  in  a  different  order?     Give  your  reason. 

7.  What  changes  take  place  in  the  life  and  character  of  Ernest  in  his 
progress  from  youth  to  old  age  ?    (pp.  76,  81,  86,  93.) 
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Subjects  fok  Composition'. 

1.  The  Valley,  as  viewed  by  the  Great  Stone  Face. 

2.  The  Story  of  Midas. 

3.  "  If  I  wei-e  rich " 

4.  My  Favourite  Hero  in  Historj'. 

5.  What  the  Great  Stone  Face  saw.  (The  return  of  Mr.  Gathergold, 
and  of  General  Blood-and-Thunder,  and  the  visit  of  Old  Stony  Phiz  and 
of  the  poet. ) 

6.  The  Poet's  Visit  (as  described  by  the  poet  himself). 


MR.   HIGGINBOTHAM'S    CATASTROPHE. 

94.  Morristown.  This  and  other  names  of  places  occurring  in  the 
story  are  fictitious. 

Shaker.  The  religious  sect  known  as  .Shakers,  oi'iginated  in  England, 
but  is  now  found  only  in  certain  parts  of  the  United  States. 

96.  importuned.     Persistently  urged. 

long  nines  were  cigars  of  a  poor  quality. 

pigtail  and  lady's  twist,  were  different  kinds  of  cheap  chewing 
tobacco. 

fig  tobacco.     Tobacco  in  small  pieces. 

97.  Spanish  wrappers.     Imported  cigars. 

The  President's  Message.  Delivered  by  the  President  to  Congress. 
Naturally  every  one  would  be  anxious  to  get  a  report  of  it  as  quickly  as 
possible. 

98-  bitters.  A  bitter  beer.  Any  liquor  in  which  bitter  herbs  have 
been  steeped. 

99.  Ethiopian.  A  negro.  Literally,  a  native  of  Ethiopia,  which,  in 
ancient  geography,  was  a  large  country  in  Africa,  south  of  Egypt. 

100.  slitting-mill.  A  mill  in  which  pieces  of  iron  are  slit  into  narrow 
strips. 

101.  girdled  trees.  Trees  killed  by  having  been  gnawed  bj'  rodents, 
such  as  rabbits. 

double  pica.     Very  large  type. 
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select  men.  Town  council.  In  New  England,  the  select  men  were  a 
board  of  officers  chosen  eacli  year  to  manage  the  affairs  of  the  town  or 
village. 

102.  posthumous  renown.     Renown  after  liis  death. 

103.  apprehended.     Arrested. 

104.  irrefragably.     Undeniably  ;  beyond  a  possibility  of  doubt. 

106.  hasty-pudding.     See  note  on  page  132. 

opprobrium.     Disgrace. 

Daniel  Webster.  (1782-1852.)  A  famous  American  orator,  lawyer, 
and  statesman. 

turnpike.     Turnpike  road, — a  road  having  toll-gates. 

107.  shaver.     Sharper. 

109.  Old  Nick.  The  devil.  The  expression  is  probably  derived 
from  the  Scandinavian  word  ^ikr,  the  name  of  the  demon  that  was 
believed  to  haunt  the  mines. 

Questions. 

1.  Give  an  account  of  the  character  of  Domiuicus  Pike,  as  illustrated 
in  the  incidents  of  the  story. 

2.  What  use  does  the  writer  make,  throughout  the  story,  of  the  fact 
that  Dominicus  was  a  tobacco  pedlar  ? 

3.  In  the  oi:)ening  paragraph  Dominicus  is  described  as  "inquisitive, 
and  something  of  a  tattler,  ahvays  itching  to  hear  the  news  and  anxious 
to  tell  it  again."  Show  how  this  description  is  borne  out  in  his  meeting 
with  the  man  with  the  bundle  (p.  95) ;  the  evening  at  the  tavern  ;  the 
incident  at  Parker's  Falls. 

4.  Show  how  the  story  of  Mr.  Higginbotham's  murder  grew,  between 
the  time  when  it  was  announced  by  the  man  with  the  bundle,  and  the 
arrival  of  the  mail-coach  at  Parker's  Falls. 

5.  What  details  does  the  writer  give,  to  account  for  the  fact  that 
Dominicus  could  not  resist  the  impulse  to  see  for  himself  whether 
Mr.  Higginbotham  were  hanging  from  the  St.  Michael's  pear-tree? 

6.  What  special  means  does  Hawthorne  use  to  heighten  the  mystery 
of  the  story,  so  as  to  keep  the  interest  of  the  reader  till  the  close  ? 
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Sl' EJECTS   FOR   CoMPOSITIOM. 

1.  "What's  the  News?" 

2.  How  the  Story  Grew. 

3.  "A  pedlar's  life  for  me  !  "  said  Dominicus  Pike. 

4.  The  Story  of  the  Day's  Adventures  (as  told  afterwards  by  Mr. 
Higginbotham's  niece). 

5.  Mr.  Higginbotham  (his  character  and  habits  as  they  appear   in 
the  story). 

6.  "Yes,"  said  the  lawyer,  "  I  remember  Dominicus  Pike." 


DAVID   SWAN. 


111.  fantasy.  A  product  of  tlie  imagination  ;  not  a  storj^  of  real 
incidents. 

Virgin  or  not.  Whether  or  not  it  had  been  kissed  bj-  the  other 
waj'farers. 

113.  linch-pin.  A  pin  inserted  in  the  axle  to  prevent  the  wheel  from 
slipping  off. 

damask  curtains.  Curtains  made  of  the  material  known  as  damask, 
having  a  special  kind  of  pattern  produced  by  the  weaving.  The  word 
is  derived  from  Damascus,  the  city  iu  wliich  these  materials  were 
originally  produced. 

116.  leered.     Looked  sideways  with  an  expression  of  cunning. 

117.  dirk.     Dagger. 

Questions. 

1.  "  This  idea  may  be  illustrated  by  a  page  from  the  recent  historj'^ 
of  David  Swan." 

(a)  What  idea? 

(b)  What  are  we  told  of  David  Swan  ? 

(c)  How  does  Hawthorne  illustrate  the  idea  ? 

2.  What  use  does  the  writer  make  of  the  fountain  in  developing  hi^ 
story  ? 
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3.  In  what  moods  did  the  elderly  couple,  the  young  girl,  the  two 
rascals,  and  finally  David  himself,  leave  the  grove  ? 

4.  Read  pages  114,  115,  117,  118,  and  point  out  on  each  page  at  least 
one  expression  which  adds  to  the  effectiveness  of  the  story. 

5.  Why  does  Hawthorne  entitle  the  story  of  David  Swan,  A  Fantasy  ? 

Subjects   for   Composition. 

1.  "A  Burden  of  Gold." 

2.  The  Day's  Journey  (as  told  by  David  Swan). 

3.  What  the  Fountain  Saw. 

4.  "Just  My  Luck  !" 

5.  "Strange  Things  That  Almost  Happen"  (A  Fantasy  dealing  with 
an  imaginary  day  in  the  city). 
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119.  in  perpetuity.     To  continue  throughout  all  time. 
promulgating.     Making  known  to  the  public. 

the  busiest  corner.     Essex  and  Washington  Streets,  Salem. 

120.  the  mall.     A  public  walk. 

muster-day.     A  day  when  soldiers  assemble  for  review. 

Cognac.     A  French  brandy. 

gullet.     The  passage  leading  from  the  mouth  to  the  stomach. 

121.  tophet.  A  place  of  fires.  Tophet  was  a  place  in  the  Valley  of 
Hinnom,  near  Jerusalem,  where  fires  were  continually  kept  up  for  the 
burning  of  rubbish. 

titillation.     Tickling. 

the  gout.  A  painful  disease,  which  causes  inflammation  of  the  smaller 
joints,  especially  that  of  the  great  toe. 

122.  sagamore.     An  Indian  chief. 
124.  Rachel.     Genesis  xxix. 
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Questions. 

1.  What  is  the  subject  of  the  first  paragraph  ?     Point  out  the  to[)ic- 
sentence. 

2.  (a)  In  the  third  paragraph,  what  "customers"  of  the  Town  Pump 
are  mentioned  ? 

(h)  How  does  the  author  manage  to  pass  from  one  to  the  other  with- 
out breaking  the  continuity  of  his  story  ? 

(c)  Throughout  the  paragraph,  exclamatory,  interrogative  and  impera- 
tive sentences  are  freely  used.     What  is  the  effect  ? 

3.  "  The  Town  Pump  in  reality  makes  a  temperance  speech,  but  he 
does  it  in  such  a  way  that  his  hearers  are  not  wearied."     Explain. 

Subjects  fok  Composition. 

1.  Midnight :  The  Town  Clock  Speaks. 

2.  "  The  Busiest  Corner  "  (a  pen  picture). 

3.  The  Spring  by  the  Roadside. 

4.  The  Drinking  Fountain  and  The  Town  Pump  (an  imaginary  con- 
versation). 

5.  "  The  Virtues  of  Cold  Water." 

6.  "Sultry  Noontide"    (on    the    farm,    in    the    village,    in    the    city 
square). 
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